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Like grapes, we have always 
accompanied the vat. 

From the view of the world, 
we have disappeared. 

For years, we boiled from 
the fire of love 

Until we became that wine 

which intoxicates the world. 

Also Available By Dr. Nurbakhsh 
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Seven Essays on Sufism 

This compilation of seven essays was published to 
provide an overview of the sufi path. The works 
in this collection describe many of the fundamen¬ 
tal aspects of Sufism, including zekr, sama, the 
relationship of master and disciple, the role of 
Love in Sufism, and the significance of the sufi 
khaniqah. Of special value is the essay entitled 
‘Answers to Questions About Sufism,’ which re¬ 
sponds to many of the most frequently asked 
questions about the sufi way. 
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THE BANQUET OF THE TAVERN OF RUIN 


I am praising the tavern of ruin 

and the possessors of vision there 

For they are completely without news 
of both worlds there. 

In the district of fana, 

neither dry nor wet appears 

For nothing is fruitful 
or fruitless there. 

Into the banquet of fidelity, 

“we and you” cannot enter. 

Indeed, the account of both worlds 
is exceedingly brief there. 

With “we and you” comes the thought, 
the fear of danger. 

But if “we and you” has vanished, 
there will be no danger there. 

All the good and bad of the world 

comes from your goodness and badness. 

When you become good, 

there will be no bad in view there. 

If you find fault with the world, 
the fault will be from you 

For only beauty and purity 
are manifest there. 

Should you reject another, 
you will be rejected 

For there is no rejection 
or acceptance there. 
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This knowledge of yours is but a toy 
of imagination, not a skill. 

Every skillful man 

will be without skill there. 

With their caps and belts, 1 
the companions sing 

Of the selflessness, humility, 
and abjectness of men there. 

In the book of Unity, read nothing 
but the page of the Truth 

For knowledge of details 
is worthless there. 

Until you have polished the image of self 
from heart and soul, 

Do not even consider 

setting out to travel there. 

There is nothing but the light of God, the eye of God, 
and the face of God; 

“Other than God” 

cannot be found there. 

From the intensity of bewilderment, 
with regret 

Man and world have thrown down 
their shields there. 

The falcon of the intellect 

does not have the strength to fly there. 

But for the bird of Loving-kindness, 
nothing spreads its wings there. 

No name, no trace, 
no custom, no way: 

Neither guide nor guided 
is known there. 

1. i.e„ the cap and belt of spiritual kingship. 
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The world lasts 

from pre-eternity to post-eternity. 

Yet all that, from beginning to end, is not even considered 
a moment there. 

Giving one’s head, losing one’s soul, 
and breaking the self 

Are known as greatness, 

conquest, and victory there. 

The Truth’s wayward one 
will find a home there. 

The Truth’s wandering one 

will no longer pass from door to. door there. 

This imaginary existence that became 
the source of our shame 

Is even more imaginary 

than fantasy and speculation there. 

Selflessness there 

is the cause of all relationship. 

Those who are barren 

are all verdant and fruitful there. 

Upon its lawn, only the flower 
of Unity grows. 

But for the palm of Loving-kindness 
nothing bears fruit there. 

Although the haunters of that tavern 
cannot tell head from foot, 

Not every fool who has lost his head 
can set foot there. 

Unless you have lost the capital 
of your existence, 

Necessarily, you won’t be considered 
worthy of credit there. 
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When there is no awareness, 
there is no talk of a cure. 

Since there is no wound, 
no cure is needed there. 

You must give “I and we” 
as the price: 

Nothing is sold 

for gold and silver there. 

Where is one with pain 

worthy of the cure there? 

Where is one needy enough 
to be flirted with there? 

The tavern is beyond 

whatever you can think. 

Protection from the range 

of imagination’s arrow is there. 

Through your thought only 

do line and image become manifest. 

When you are not, 

these forms will not be there. 

There is but one Being, 
free from supplication. 

Wailing and sighing at dawn 
were never the way there. 

The tavern’s sacred grounds are free 
from all piety and hypocrisy. 

Hundreds of years of devotion 

have been rendered useless there. 

Where are the lover and beloved 
to whom I can speak of wine? 

There is no reed-pipe or reed-player 

for the sweetness of the reed-pipe to be there. 
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Where are the words and speeches 
that can be cried out? 

Where are the wet eyes 

that can pour forth jewels there? 

All passion and boiling 

come from rawness and imperfection. 

Since there will be no imperfection, 

no passion and boiling will exist there. 

Of the fame of “we and you,” 
there is no name or trace. 

No one but the Beloved 
is renowned there. 

Without speaker, without listener, 
without Moses, without Sinai. 

The cry of “I am the Truth” 

comes from every bush there. 

Until “how” and “why” are left behind, 
you will never find the way there 

For light is not bestowed 

upon every sightless one there. 

All our hope lies in this: 
that one day 

By the grace of Love’s arrival, 

we will lay down our heads there. 
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THE BRIDE OF POETRY 


Each moment that people ruin our state, the bride of poetry 
gives birth to a poem from our reaction. 

People acquire credibility from speech, but for us 
speech became a sign of imperfection. 

To the ear of Love’s cultured critic, words had no meaning; 
thus, in the end, our jabbering proved useless. 

All that has been read or heard in the speech of intellectuals 
is but the sayings of the self attempting to distract us. 

In Love’s banquet, there is no place for discourse; 
thus, is it better to pass our time in silence. 

We do not deny people’s imaginings, but they cannot approach 
the boundaries of our imagination. 

Nurbakhsh, the razor 
of the tongue 
Severs from your mind 

the relationship of Union. 
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THE IMAGE OF THOUGHT 


From the image of thought 

we have washed away desire for You 
So that not even in imagination 

will we think of speaking with You. 

I in union with You! 

It is an impossible hope, I know. 

By one’s own feet, no one can travel 
the path to Your district. 


You are the Beloved and lover 
of Your own face. 

How then can anyone but You 
drain Your pitcher? 

The heart that is truly Your lover 
is none other than You, 

As Your lovers have Your temperament 
and nature. 

In the religion of Love, Your hair 
became the veil of Your face; 

With the hand of self. Your hair 
cannot be brushed aside. 

Our tongues do not speak of You 
as You are. 

Better they were cut off 

than ruin Your reputation! 

Not freed from fragrance or color, 
drunk from “I and you,” 

Why then do we still desire Your perfume 
from You? 
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Entangled in the bonds of creation and space, 
imprisoned in dimensions. 

It is only out of negligence 
that we still seek You. 

Nurbakhsh, do not think 
of the source of the sun 
Since a wave from the ocean of fana 
has washed you away. 
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the price of wine 


Love s fire, for a lifetime, burned my heart and soul 
until the Beloved taught me the way of the lover. 

Love s jealousy gave me no chance to cry out; 
it sewed my lips to keep me from speaking. 

Like a moth, out of passion I circled Him so much 

that He burned like the candle, kindling me for every assembly. 

He stored me for years in the heart of time 

so that in this age I could amplify the whisperings of Love. 

I am a slave of the master of the holy fire; 
from myself he bought me, 

Then sold me for the price of the tavern’s wine. 

Nurbakhsh, with the breath of the Beloved, 
drunkenly said, 

“Love’s fire, for a lifetime, 

burned my heart and soul.” 
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WHY? 


O Captivator of hearts! You accept us, 
so why then are we disgraced? 

You pull the heart with Your braids, 
but why everywhere? 

Each moment, in a different way, 

You defeat another player in Love’s game. 

But why us, who have already 
lost ourselves? 

In Love’s bazaar, we have closed our eyes 
to this “being” of ours. 

How then can there be any thought of gain 
when this itself is the profit? 

You want the house of the heart emptied of strangers 
for Yourself alone. 

Why then are You and only You 
a companion of the world? 

If you made the heart of the believer Your throne, 
why in our eyes 

Do You display Your splendor without a care 
upon every wall and door? 

If the uninitiated ear cannot hear 
the speech of the soul, 

Why, Nurbakhsh, do you make 
such a clamor? 


19 


Scanned by CamScanner 



* * 



20 


Scanned by CamScanner 



I AM LOST 


In every land, O Soul, you seek me out 
so as to disgrace me among people. 

Whatever I see, only You I behold in my eyes. 

Is it that You wish to make me love-sick for Yourself? 

I am Your Iover-that is, a lover of all that exists; 

I do not care if You open the door for me or not. 

You were the customer; I sold myself to You. 

It is now Your choice whether to sell me or not. 

Everywhere, at every time, You want me completely, 
yet You deny me in the eyes of “this” and “that.” 

In Your district, I passed away in remembrance of Your face 
so that perhaps with a breath You would revive me. 

O bestower of light 1 to the soul, O soother of the heart, 
I am lost unless You find me. 


■ ■ nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE obscure path of life 


The thread ol I and you” can be severed from the world. 

O swift-winged bird, the cage of the body is breakable. 

0 idle babbler, what is this delay? 

This obscure path of life is no place to sit. 

Pass from this world; there is nothing to see here. 

For it is but an empty cup, an unfulfilled promise. 

Your selfishness is the bait, your imagination the snare. 

How weary are your body and soul from this bait and snare! 
The sufi is at rest, freed from the fetters of “I and you.” 

Yes, the way of safety is to become free from these fetters. 
The bird of the heart, finding the wings and feathers of aspiration. 
Flew from its roof as it knew it should fly. 

When Nurbakhsh separated 
from all of creation, 

He saw that the bond of “other than the Truth” 
could in the end be severed. 
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THE KING OF LOVE 


Lightning flashed from beyond the throne 
of the world of possibilities, 

And from its brilliance the image of creation 
appeared. 

At Your command “Be!”, with Your coquettish glances 
and amorous stares, 

All of this grace and virtue 
appeared. 

Less than an instant is the entirety 
of pre-eternity to post-eternity. 

Know that all the beginnings and all the approaches 1 
are but a point. 

To your eyes only is time’s duration 
among the Divine decrees. 

In your thought only do created beings 
travel through stages. 

Like a child who builds a castle in the sand, 
you build creation by your observations. 

Do not imagine that this toy is real; 

do not bind your heart to people’s praise and flattery. 

To the eye of the master of Love, 
the intellect is but a child 

Who from lack of discrimination 
has become caught up in illusion. 


1. i.e., to the Truth. 
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Bum the pages and wash away 
the notebooks. 

All that has been compiled 
lies far below Love’s rank. 

O Nurbakhsh, whatever the intellectuals write 
is but the story of the idols and their temple. 2 
The King 3 of Love, with his sword of jealousy, 

must sever the idols’ heads and cast them down. 4 


2. Literally: . . the idols and the idol temple at Sumanat.” Sumanat, or Som 
nath, was a famous Hindu temple destroyed by Sultan Mahmud of Ghazna (ed.). 


3. Literally: “Mahmud” (ed.). . ... 

4. Literally: “. . . sever the head of Lat and cast down Manat. Lat and Mana 
were the names of two of the major idols in the ka'aba in Mecca before the advent 

of Islam (ed.). 
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THE SANCTUARY OF SINCERITY AND PURITY 


The sanctuary of sincerity and purity 
is the retreat of the darvish. 

The breath of the Holy Spirit 
is the speech of the darvish. 

O you who are caught up in the world 
and seek elevation, 

The placeless is the lowest height 
of the darvish. 

How long will you seek 
the cause of creation? 

The purpose of the creation of man 
is the creation of the darvish. 

This is the way and manner 
of the darvish: 

To be content with God’s desire, 

yet able to block the arrow of fate. 

The eye of the pious ascetic 

is turned towards heaven, gazing at palaces. 

But the paradise of the darvish 

is the comer of Spiritual Poverty and fana. 

From pre-etemity to post-eternity, 
the atoms of the universe move 

Out of longing for the chance 

to be glanced upon by the darvish. 

From whom are you seeking alchemy? 

You will never find it. 

Alchemy is in the act of service 
of the darvish. 

Do not become proud of yourself; 
do not mock the darvish. 

“Other than God” is removed from the road 
by the jealousy of the darvish. 

One can never find a trace 
of the darvish; 

Yet whatever you see in the world 
is a sign of the darvish. 
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Nurbakhsh, how can you still speak 
of the darvish 

When speech itself is ashamed 
to praise the darvish? 
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THE HEART’S SECRET 


That heart which by His rays cannot be illuminated 
is not a heart. 

That soul which by His fire cannot be burned 
is not a soul. 

Nothing more can be done 

by the weavings of the intellect. 

If the heart becomes torn by Love, 
it cannot be sewn up. 

O holy man, it is best that to Love 
we gamble ourselves away 

For the wares of Love 
cannot be hoarded. 

The scholar with his wisdom cannot understand 
our world— 

A hundred thanks that the secrets of the heart 
cannot be learned. 

O you who make claims before God, 
be ashamed. 

False goods cannot be sold 
to everyone. 

He cannot be called “soul” 

for He is the bestower of soul to the world. 

He cannot be called “body” 
for He is spirit, not body. 

The sun of His visage 

bestows light 1 to the heart. 

Truly, that heart which by His rays cannot be illuminated 
is not a heart. 


1. nur bakhshad, a play on the author’s name (ed.). 
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MY GOD 


I am that being for whom the kingdom of the world is confining. 

Above the sun and moon of the sky is my realm. 

Creation and everything in it I’ve sold for a grain of barley, 1 
as the place of images and forms is not my place. 

No footprints remain from the passing of the wayfarers; 

when I look closely, I too have no footprints. 

There are no strangers in this realm; 

whoever I approach is known to me from afar. 

In the world, I no longer find a trace of “other.” 

Wherever I look, I see only God. 

In this expanse that they call the banquet of Love, 
to the travellers on the Path I cry out; 

At dawn, I heard from the Friend with the ear of awareness, 
“Nurbakhsh, your light is for Me.” 


I. i.e., for nothing (ed.). 
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THE lamp of love 


At the soul’s banquet, wine is forbidden 
for those who are not hung-over: 

This is the decree of the master of the holy fire 
not merely a recommendation. 

Whoever accompanies us on feet of surrender 
and contentment 

Is not excused if he finds fault 
with what we do. 

With whom can I speak? No one has the taste 
for travelling the Path. 

Otherwise, the way of Love is easy 
and the goal not far. 

Leave behind cleverness and sobriety; 
be full of yearning. 

For lovers, the mysteries of the Captivator of hearts 
are not veiled. 

O, there are many near who are far, 
far away from us. 

And many far away who are near 
and not truly separated. 

In the dark night of multiplicity, 

what guide is there other than Love? 

With the lamp of Love, night’s darkness 
is never pitch black. 

Nurbakhsh, don’t tell the secrets of the rendan 
to the pious ascetics, 

Since in the bows of those captains’ ships, 
there is no light. 
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from him 


All these wondrous images in the world 
are from Him. 

And this thought that has become solid and pleasing 
is from Him. K b 

Eye is from Him, light from Him; 
the power of sight is from Him. 

The view and the viewed are from Him; 
vision is completely from Him. 

Decision is from Him, strength from Him; 
action too is from Him. 

The way is from Him; coming and going, 

each step and each arrival, all are from Him. 

Generosity and being are from Him; 
cause and effect are from Him. 

Rejoicing and mourning are from Him; 

the wound is from Him, the salve from Him. 

Cage and shackles are from Him, 
bait and snare from Him. 

The bird is from Him, the garden from Him; 
melody high and low is from Him. 

I from Him, home from Him; 

service and aspiration are from Him. 

Wealth is from Him, the hand from Him; 
the warmth of the hearth is from Him. 

All of creation subsists from the aspiration 
of Love. 

The binding of atom with atom and all the parts 
of the universe are from Him. 

Nurbakhsh, from whom is this warm breath 
of yours? 

If you listen, I will tell you: 
this too is from Him. 
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THE HI-O-HU 1 OF LOVE 


From the heart of every atom, I hear 
the Friend, the Friend. 

Do not see even an atom in the midst- 
for who is there but Him. 

The whisperings of Love and the intellect 

come from the breath of a single reed-player. 

The intellect engages in idle talk, 
but Love is seeking Hi-o-Hu. 

Among the people of the city, 

the impoverished lover was disgraced for no reason. 

But the Beloved is in Love’s market-place 
searching and seeking. 

I asked the master: if the way to the Truth is one, 
what is all this decoration? 

He answered: it is merely the search 
for colors and fragrances. 

If you wish to look upon His face, 
seek the eye which sees the Truth. 

Then the feet of desire, every breath, 
will be wandering and homeless. 

Manifest—the ocean has the name 
of bubble or wave; 

Yet whether droplet, stream, or sea- 
all is water. 

The Beloved is the bestower of light ; 2 
borrow an eye from Him 

Until everywhere you clearly see 
His splendor. 


1. Hi-o-Hu: clamor, tumult, uproar (ed.). 

2. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE LAW OF LOVING-KINDNESS 


By the law of Loving-kindness, this I have decreed: 
that the claim of being a lover 

From one who finds fault with intellectuals 
is false. 

By attraction, perfection draws imperfection 
towards itself; 

He who is not offended by imperfection, 
in truth is perfect. 

The seeker of the shore did not become drowned 
in the Ocean of Love: 

One who is seeking the shore 
is not a lover. 

Although in the way of the lover 
there is none but the Beloved, 

Rapture and attraction, effacement , 1 extinction , 2 and sobriety 3 
are also involved. 

The eye of discrimination is blinded 
by the light of Union, 

Yet he who thinks he is in Union with the Beloved 
has no discrimination. 

The wine-drinkers are selfless and drunken 
while the Cupbearer is present. 

Here, all who are sober 
are lazy. 

O Nurbakhsh, our days have been spent 
in wine worship 

Since we learned that without wine 
life is fruitless. 

1. mahv: efiacemenl of the being of the individual. 

2. lams: extinction of the traces of attributes and essence. 

3. sahv: return of the power of discrimination. 
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the dance of unity 


Come, for the hand of fate 

has let loose an arrow to the target 

And upon the tongue’s tip placed 
the story of Your face. 

What manner of riot was it 

when Your splendor appeared? I know not. 

But it rendered the gnostic selfless 
and took the sufi from his home. 

Your flirtatious glance has for so long 
been a fable 

That even Your confidants 
have begun to doubt You. 

Through attraction, the firmament manifested 
the restlessness of the heart 

In the dance of Unity and passion 
that it brought forth. 

How strange that at the entrance 
to the market-place of yearning 

The expounder of Love’s law spoke of Your qualities 
and astonished the multitude. 

I am praising Love’s thumb 1 
since it knit together 

A hundred thousand hearts 

with a single arrow let loose from the bow. 

The source of the sun still bestows light 2 

from a ray that Your beauty cast upon the world. 


1. A metaphor for the will of Love. 

2. nur mebakhshad (ed.). 
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GOD AND LOVE 


But for the Friend, we have nothing 
to do with anyone; 

The lover is not enslaved 
by images and designs. 

Are you still displaying your existence 
before the eye of the Beloved? 

By this is it proven that your love 
is not credible. 

For the one who has Love’s sickness, 
how can there be complaint of pain? 

Go, O false claimant, since for you 

there is not the pain of the Beloved. 

If you possess head and home, 
truly you are not a lover. 

Indeed, he is not helped 1 

whose head is not hung from the gallows. 

Do not pass this life 

without wine and the Beloved 

For these times 

are not worthy of trust. 

With the eyes of those of Loving-kindness, 

I saw that God is Love, 

And I said that for Love 

there is no better maxim than this. 


1. The Persian word here is mansur which, in addition to meaning “helped,” is the 
fiist name of al-Hallaj, a famous sufi of the tenth centry A.D. who was executed for 
uttering the words, “I am the Truth”, a statement considered blasphemous by the 
orthodox clergy (ed.). 
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Never, never did my restless heart 
find peace. 

Apparently, for a wretched lover 
there is no rest. 

Nurbakhsh fell into a trap, 
and no longer for him 
is there any thought of freedom 
or feet to escape with. 
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THE MANSION OF THE DARVISH 


The nest of existence is the mansion of the darvish. 

The world exists for him, as he exists for the world. 

The moment he sets out to leave this threshold, 
he will dwell in his place: the kingdom of fana. 

With no name and no trace, he travels in that realm 
where manifest everywhere is his God. 

To his knowing view, there are no strangers; 

wherever he looks, everyone is his acquaintance. 

When like a reed-pipe his heart becomes empty of “I and we,” 
the Reed-Player blows through him the melody of “I am 
the Truth.” 

No one knows the darvish but God; 

God is his beginning and God is his end. 

O Nurbakhsh, you have raised high 

the emblem of the darvish in the world- 
And this too is from his purity. 
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the fire-temple of love 


Cjrcetmgs O you who are uninformed-we have the news. 

Yet if there is news from the Beloved, we have none. 

Once again in the country of the heart, beyond the claim of Unity , 1 
there is a fire-temple, still flaming. 

Our retreat is renowned in every direction 

for it contains the traces of those who lost their hearts. 


Since we know the art of losing the head and breaking the self, 
tell the people that we too have an art. 


In the garden of Loving-kindness, we are a leafless tree without 
fruit; 

it is obvious that only in our burning is there fruit. 

When our heart’s blood sprang from our eyes, 

they became the eyes of the possessors of vision. 

If Nurbakhsh is forgiven, 
given light, 

It is because from the fire of the heart 
he has passion, nearness, and warmth. 


1. i.e., Islam (ed.). 
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LOVE’S SPEECH 

The speech of Love is beyond words and their meanings, 
ror Love, there is another language, another tongue. 

My rival demands, “Say something of Love!” 

But for a heart that is deaf what can I do but keep silent? 

He whose heart is aware of the lover’s world 

hears only the whisperings of Love and kindness. 

Love speaks in a language unknown to ordinary men; 
leave behind their babble with its headaches. 

He who denies Love will never grasp this speech; 
nothing we could say would ever move his heart. 

In the way of Loving-kindness, there is no talk; 
only the bankrupt chatter behind every door. 

Nurbakhsh, from Love’s breath 
your explanation is eloquent. 

Embraced by the heart 

of every clear-sighted gnostic. 

j 

I 
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THE MOMENT » IS A GODSEND 


O Cupbearer, pour us an overflowing goblet— 
the moment is a godsend. 

In the gathering of time and space, 
the moment is a godsend. 

The revolving of the universe 
gave no one a chance. 

For us, out of all that is in the world, 
the moment is a godsend. 

Fill the goblet with wine 

since for a lifetime the philosopher 

Has been perplexed by these questions of the world— 
the moment is a godsend. 

For the child of reason, bewilderment only increased, 
making him speechless 

Until the master of Love declared, 
the moment is a godsend. 

Ah, today we will spend 

in revelry and drunkenness 

Since tomorrow no trace of us will remain— 
the moment is a godsend. 

The rendan at our banquet 

feel no sorrow about tomorrow. 

They know that in the hidden and the revealed 
the moment is a godsend. 

Each moment that you pass 
with wine and the Beloved- 
Listen to Nurbakhsh: 

that moment is a godsend. 


1. The Persian word here is dam which can signify either moment or breath (ed.). 
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THE KHANIQAH OF THE DARVISHES 


Come, for the refuge of those who abstain is here. 

Come, for the ka aba of the pure lovers is here. 

Come to the tavern of the gnostics who possess hearts. 

God is the Cupbearer at this banquet; the Almighty is here. 

Do not go to the monastery as heaven is all they give there. 

Come to the district of the tavern dwellers, for God is here. 

Do not say that purity and fidelity have gone, that kindness is lost. 
Come, for the manners of purity and the way of fidelity are 
here. 

If you seek desire, put aside desire for us. 

But if the pain of God is within you, the remedy is here. 

Do not wander aimlessly about the world, O you who are love-sick. 
Come, for the doctor of Love bears witness that the cure is here. 

Step into the khaniqah’s sacred realm by means of adab, 
for the qiblih and threshold of purity are here. 

If you want to step easily to the shore of Love, come! 

For the ship, the captain, and the ocean-all are here. 

No error can cross the threshold of the men of God. 

If your thought is other than this, error will be here. 

Do not look with arrogance at the khaniqah of the darvish, 

Since even Gabriel himself is ready to serve here. 

A renewed soul is bestowed upon the seekers of Love’s way here. 

Say to those without provision on the Friend’s path, provision is 
here. 
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For those whose hearts are enamored of God, this is the assembly of 
intimacy, J 

as the soul is enraptured and the heart expanded here. 

Since Love is free from all that is said or heard. 

Be silent! The primary school of the saints is here. 

The fulfillment of the world lies in the dust of the khaniqah’s door 

For the footprints of the sincere and impoverished lovers are 
here. 

In this station, do not speak of self and strangers: 

Know that the stranger is a friend here. 

They envy the light-bestowing 1 nature of this khaniqah 

For the place of the martyrdom 2 of Reza , 3 the sultan of 
religion, is here. 


1. nurbakhshi (e d.). 

2. The word in Persian here is Mashad which is also the name of a city in Iran 
(ed.). 

3. Reza was the name of the 8th shi’ite Imam. A footnote in the Persian text here 
explains that this poem was composed to commemorate the placing of a mosaic 
emblem of the Nimatullahi Order above the portal of the Nimatullahi khaniqah in 
Mashad, where the tomb of Imam Reza is located (ed.). 
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LOVE’S EXISTENCE 


From Love, existence possesses an amazing 
passion and song, 

As if in the heart of every'atom 
a God dwelled. 

Indeed, purity is not possessed solely 

by those who upon His griefs dust dwell- 

Wherever Love pitches its tent, 
there is purity. 

Be a slave of the master of the holy fire 
for in the kingdom of baqa 

Lives the one who has received from Him 
the sanction of fana. 

Put aside self-worship; O friend, 
for no one steps 

Into the realm of the Friend 
who has not lost “I and we.” 

It is true: the retreat of the tavern 
is a place of security, 

With water that is pure and an atmosphere 
that expands the soul. 

By mere desire, one cannot receive the cup 
from the Cupbearer. 

In truth, only the one with true longing 
is granted this wine. 

Nurbakhsh, do not seek remedies- 
be detached, 

For it cannot be said that our pain 
has a cure. 
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THE ROD CONDEMNING HERESY 1 


Do not wonder how it will turn out- 

the intellect will surrender to madness. 

All awareness will pass from my head 

and at Your hands my heart will turn to blood. 

Were Love to shake the chain, 

even the ancient universe 2 would become powerless. 

From its riotous flirting and coquetry, 

both drunken and sober would be bewitched. 

Whoever glimpsed Your aleph-like loftiness, like dal 
became curved- 

no, more than this—was turned into nun. 3 

The banner of Your Love shall be exalted ever higher, 
while the rod condemning heresy shall be cast down. 

Nurbakhsh, away from all, sat by himself. 
Wait-from himself too he will depart. 


1. A reference to the stick used in the past by orthodox Islamic clergymen to 
punish heretics (ed.). 

2. A metaphor for power. 

3. Aleph (|), the first letter of the Persian alphabet, symbolizes the Essence of 

God. Whoever sees it feels ashamed of himself and becomes bent (like the Persian 
letter dal: y ) and ultimately broken (like the Persian letter nun: ). 
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PEOPLE WITHOUT LOVE AND PURITY 


One cannot rely upon people 

who are without Love and purity. 

One cannot let oneself be mocked 
by every aimless fool. 

As long as you can, do not step 

into the holy fire’s tavern of ruin. 

But once you have set foot there, 

questions of “how” and “why” cannot be asked. 

No one has ever reached 
the final destination. 

Yet on the way to this goal, 
there is no turning back. 

In that banquet where king and beggar 
are not distinguished. 

One can no longer speak 
of “we and you.” 

Darvish and darvish-like: 

never claim these names for yourself, 

For upon this path, 

one cannot think of “I and we.” 

Do not imagine that Love is some toy; 
do not laugh at lovers. 

The way of Love is an arithmetic 

not so simple as adding two and two. 

O Nurbakhsh, once again 
you have spoken of Love: 

For you, it is a pain 

that no medicine can cure. 
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THE RENEWAL OF VISION IN LOVE 


Once more, I will look at my love for You 
and tell the people ofjny view. 

I will extinguish the fire of separation that burns in my chest 
and from my head cast out the thought of Union with You. 

The words, “I and the Beloved,” I will cross out 

and upon all the horizons make Love renowned. 

By Your friendship, I will seal my eyes to everything 
and by Your eye see Your face. 

I will break my feet of seeking with the stone of Your jealousy , 1 
so that by Your feet, everywhere, I will travel with You. 

I will leave the realm of “I and we” 

and out of necessity come to Your district. 

O Nurbakhsh, I will tell you who you are 

So that you will not be able to say, what should I do? 



I. i.e., God's jealousy, which doesn't permit the lover to wan. anything other than 
Him. 
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AT THE DOOR OF THE TAVERN 


We are here at the door of the tavern, 
awaiting the Beloved’s wish. 

Searching for what the Possessor 
of hearts desires. 

A hundred thanks that we have been liberated 
from the impurity of multiplicity. 

Now, in the world of Unity, we are waiting to see 
what the awakened heart desires. 

Without desire, we are happy- 
what more 

Can a flaming sigh from the breast 
desire? 

Yes, heart and soul went from our palm 
on the way to the Soul of souls; 

What more can that Captivator of hearts, 
that Highwayman desire? 

We have cast ofF the intellect, 
and ourselves do not know 

What these sober people from us 
vainly desire. 

If people defame us, 
we are not offended- 

Only bewildered 

at what they desire. 

If light is bestowed 1 or not, 
what does it matter? 

We are here at the door of the tavern, 
awaiting the Beloved’s desire. 


1. nur bebakhshand (ed.). 
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THE CRAZY HEART 


How often on His path I gave up my soul, 
and the Soul of souls did not come; 

Nor did that Breaker of vows 
arrive at the lip of the goblet. 

In His district, heart and religion 
fell from my hands. 

And still, with all my spells, 
my Sorcerer did not come. 

The preacher gave me advice-alas! 

He did not know 

That the manners of a wise man 

cannot be expected from one who is mad. 

In the candle of His being I burned, 
yet the people did not see 

That this burning of the rend 
did not come from a moth. 

Not until we broke the goblet 
and pitcher on His path 

Did that drunken Captivator of hearts 
come to the tavern. 

Not until the Hallaj of the heart 
heard from the lips of every idol 

The remembrance of “I am the Truth” 

did he come from the ka’aba to the idol-temple. 

With all of its soul, the bird of my heart 
sought out the Predator- 

Never did it come into the trap 
in search of a seed. 
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When You bestowed light,' my hearl 
went from my hands; 

Yet still, that wandering heart 
did not return home. 


. nur bebakhsid (ed.). 
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the human prey 


Ah, this difficulty of the heart, how con I resolve it 
since the Beloved does not spare me? 

Until He takes my soul from me, 
of Himself He tells me nothing. 

Before bestowing on anyone a goblet 
of Love’s wine, 

The Cupbearer first demands a vow 

that both religion and heart will be relinquished. 

The sober are never found within 
the tavern of Unity; 

The drunken can never find fault 
with the drunk. 

Those afflicted with His pain 
do not search for the cure. 

His headless, footless beggars 
never acquire head or home. 

In the country of lovers, the enraptured one 
will never find baqa 

Until from Him he receives 
the command of fana. 

We saw that the Beloved Himself 

was the compensation for those slain by Love. 

I never said that Nurbakhsh, 

for being slain, received nothing in return. 


f 
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THE QIBLIH OF SUPPLICATION 


That one 1 who was fashioned as the qiblih of supplication, 
from the first day was created as the confidant of the secret. 

So that the beauty of the Truth would be hidden from others, 
all manner of illusory form was created. 

Some beings were created for happiness and pleasure; 
others were made for burning and melting. 

While the ascetics were created for piety and prayer, 

the gnostics were made for helplessness and humility. 

So that “I and we” on the way of Love would disappear, 
a road was created filled with highs and lows. 

So that the traveller would turn to the destination’s ka’aba 
the melodies of Shur and Hejaz 2 were created. 

I saw that to his enemies 
Nurbakhsh was kind, 

Although for caressing friends 
he was created. 


L A reference to the “Perfected One” (ed.). 

2. These are two of the seven major scales in Persian music (ed.). 
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ONE WHO KNOWS GOD 


Whoever knows God will be freed 

from the memory of what is “other ” 

All who become His patieftt 

know that His pain is the cure. 

Worship of self is not the worship of God; 
this truth is our explanation. 

Be non-existent, so you can truly be; 
know that the Absolute Being is God. 

The drop did not see itself and so became the Ocean - 
the former is fana, the latter baqa. 

No differences or disputes exist among the rendan; 
whoever becomes a rend will be pure. 

The bestower of light 1 to all is one, One, 
though a thousand mirrors there may be. 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.) 
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OVERFLOWING 


THE 


The flood of travelling 

brings on a state of boiling; 
The ocean of fana 


brings on tranquility and silence. 


In the assembly of those of spiritual states 

the only speech is silence. 

Only the banquet of multiplicity 
brings forth whispering. 

We have drained a goblet 

and fallen drunk until post-eternity. 

Where is the wine 

that has caused such a stupor? 

It is not surprising that the thought of self 
has fallen from mind. 

Yes, the thought of the Friend 
brings about forgetfulness. 

Do not fault me for wine-worship, 
for I have seated myself 
At the foot of a vat 

that brings about addiction to wine. 

The face of the Truth 

is revealed in Love’s vision, 

While the intellect’s dream 
brings but a listless sleep. 

If Nurbakhsh, out of yearning 
has spoken this poem, 

Know that it is the flood of travelling 
which brings on such a boiling state. 
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THE INTELLECT ASTRAY 


He who yesterday was flirting in a hundred diflerem wavs 
speaking of “I” and “we,” y 

Today, the same one was crying, 

“0 my God, my God.” 

I said to him, “Be grateful 
for God’s concealment; 

Otherwise, long ago He would have exposed 
Your shameless stubbornness.” 

The intellect astray, 

notorious for ill-repute, 

Ridiculed, mocked, 
and disgraced Love. 

In the end, the harvest of his being 
was scattered to the winds 

Although in solitude to himself 
he denied it. 

If the intellectual had been watching 
from Love’s circle, 

He would have destroyed the notebook of knowledge 
in the way of madness. 

In its utmost perfection, 

the manner of Love is silence; 

If not, from the eloquence of speech 
it would have caused an uproar. 

The one who is slain by Love 

desires neither speech nor hearing. 

If this were not so, Nurbakhsh too 
would have created an uproar. 
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THE ASCENSION OF LOVE 


The burned ones pursue the smoke and the bellows; 

Gathered round are the fire-worshippers, priest to child. 

Vats of wine ferment, boding and silent; 

Hearts in breasts, like goblets, reveal the universe. 

* * * 

The fire of Unity flamed up, flaring sparks, 

And burned away “we and you”—as they are not Love’s confidants. 
Now all are like moths, circling the candle: 

Speechless, desireless, blissful. 

* * * 

O Cupbearer, the vathouse is emptying 
And the wine-worshippers few. 

Pass round the goblet, don’t wait! 

These are not jinns 1 or angels, but men. 

* * * 

Selflessness and drunkenness have passed beyond all bounds. 

Freed from the thought of more or less. 

No longer are the rendan sober, 

As all have set out on Love’s journey. 

* * * 

All are directed in one way, with one breath unified, 

All intermingled, intermixed, dissolved into one. 

They have disappeared. Now only the One is visible, 

Now all subsist by the One. 

* * * 


J. jinns: beings mentioned in the Qur’an which are neither angels nor men, but a 
kind of spirit (ed.). 
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Mow even this has passed far away, 

Dimensionless, traceless, nebulous. 

No sign of anyone is visible at all, 

Now all are beyond the world of high and low. 

* * * 

Purer than heart, lighter than spiiit, 

All are travellers without feet or footprints. 

Grab onto their fleeting robes, Nurbakhsh 

For they are a salve for the wounds of a burned heart. 
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LOVE’S TALE 


The world, together with everything in it, 
lacks credibility. 

Whoever becomes a friend of God 
has nothing to do with “other.” 

The pious ascetic heard Love’s tale 
and called it a fable. 

But after I told it to the mountain I saw 
that its heart had no rest. 

A heart without Love 

does not know sincerity and purity. 

One who does not have a Beloved 

knows nothing of kindness and fidelity. 

What trust can you place in the words 
of worldly people? 

One who is caught up in desire 
does not keep his promise. 

Wisdom gave good news to the kingdom 
of my world, 

Unaware that a disillusioned heart 
has no hope in this world. 

Say to that selfish, ignorant ascetic: 
the way of pride and conceit 

Has no honor, so with whom 
are you flirting? 

On the way of fate, Nurbakhsh 
fell into a trap 
From which no hope 
of escape exists. 
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THE REPUTATION OF MADNESS 


Every breath, my Beloved shows forth in splendor 
a new image. 

My God! There must bfe a limit 
to the ways of enchantment. 

Fidelity sewed together the pages 
of Loving-kindness. 

Look with what a durable binding 

the book of Loving-kindness has been bound. 

Layla escaped from her lover, Majnun, 
because they told her 

That indigent one was renowned 
in the desert of madness. 

From the heads of the exalted ones 
and the hearts of Love’s customers, 

The realm of non-existence 
also has a tower and gate. 

Now, O Nurbakhsh, this mystery you spoke of 
is clear to me: 

Every breath, my Beloved shows forth in splendor 
a new image. 
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THE DOOR OF THE TAVERN 


Only by the blade of Love’s sword 
will the heart become torn. 
Only with the heart’s blood 

will the eye become a fountain. 


Within our chest, only His fire 
can be contained. 

Without the Qur’an of His face, 

the heart will never be rent into thirty pieces . 1 

My work is with Love; do not imagine 
that I have no job. 

Whoever is a lover will never 
be without work. 

One who becomes Majnun 2 from the face of Layla 3 
will not go insane. 

One who is lost in His district 
will not become a vagrant. 

No rend ever removed his lips 
from the lip of the goblet; 

Yet the mulla in his sobriety 
will never taste the wine. 

One who is enraptured by His face 
will be firm in Love. 

One who travels within himself 
will not be a wanderer. 


1. The Qur’an is usually divided into thirty parts (ed.). 

2. i.e., crazy in Love (ed.). 

3. i.e., the Beloved (ed.). 
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By the purity of the Love 
of the Truth 
The lover is kept pure 

and the self not “commanding.” < 


If they bestow light? 

it is because that 
Will never be far 


enraptured one 


from the door of the tavern. 


4. A reference to the nafs-e ammareh or commanding self whose aim is to satisfy 
its own instincts and desires (ed.). 

5. nur hami bakhshand (ed.). 
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THE HOUSE OF GOD 


Your pain-filled ones sit waiting for the remedy; 

without “I and we,” they have given up both heart and religion. 

Your lovers, having travelled the way of fidelity, 
now sit on Your threshold with pure hearts. 

In the royal court of Your grace, the beggars sit at Your door- 
hearts content, needs fulfilled. 

Your needy ones consider themselves beyond worldly kings, 
since in Your kingdom they sit without provisions or 
possessions. 

The worshippers of Your wine form a circle around the vat, 
take goblet in hand and sit without questioning “how” 
or “why.” 

Even for barley , 1 Your afflicted ones would not buy their souls; 
how then can they still sit hoping for relief? 

In God’s hoiise, God’s men cannot sit 
negligent like you false pretenders. 

The solitude of the rendan sheds light 

where all are sitting, facing God in remembrance of God. 


•• i e., for nothing (ed.). 
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THE MELODY OF UNITY 


Once again, the minstrel of Love 
has played the melody of Unity, 

Liberating us by Love from any need 
for the two worlds. 

Thank God that our restless heart 
has passed from itself 

And opened the path 
to the tavern. 

0 pious ascetic, do not say that the religion 
of the wine-drinkers is heresy. 

The Cupbearer prays in the direction of those 
who have drunk wine and passed away. 

He is a stranger who in the guise 
of being a friend 

Set out the trap of hypocrisy 
in the district of purity. 

Whoever was caught up in illusion 1 

severed his connection with us and departed, 

And being fair to himself set out 
for the realm of illusion. 

The lover is one of the needy, 
inattentive 

To all that is 

“other than the Friend.” 

On the way to the Beloved, Nurbakhsh 
was excused 

For having travelled a long way 
and spoken at length. 


1. majaz: the illusion that “other than God” exists (ed.). 
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THE RULE OF THE LOVERS 


The of the pious his passed, 
the rule of the lovers has arrived. 

Take the divergent path; 

the favorable hour has arrived. 

Give the good news to the fire-worshippers: 
the age of the fire-priest has returned. 

Tell the swarm of tavern haunters: 
the sincere lover has arrived. 

Leave aside the corner of sadness 

and take up the joy of the people of purity. 

The moon of the west has set; 

the sun of the east has arrived. 

Clap your hands, stamp your feet, 
join the drunken clamor. 

The surface of illusion has gone 

and the essence of the Truth has arrived. 

The time in which it was the custom 
to keep low has ended. 

The interval of the recent masters has passed; 
the period of the older ones has arrived. 

Once again, the master of Love’s tavern 
has gone to the head of the vat. 

Ecstasy and joy have appeared; 

the taste for the moment has arrived. 

Nurbakhsh hears the whisper, 

“drink, drink.” 

The age of the pious has passed; 

the rule of the lovers has arrived. 
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the decree of the confidants of the secret 


If you would turn towards the court 
of the needless One, 

Break first the talisman of “I and we” 
within yourself. 

Step beyond yourself 
on His way; 

You will reach the Truth 
if you abandon illusion. 

Perform your ablutions with water from 
the fountain of purity and sincerity. 

Then say prayers 

over the loveless, dead heart of yourself. 

Be without news of everything 
but news of the Friend, 

And avoid all who are unaware 
of this work. 

By remembrance of Him, 

remove your glance from creation; 

But do not avoid the company 
of people. 

Although the completion of this work 
lies in Divine grace, 

Go and rely upon the benevolence 
of the dissolver of difficulties. 

If, like Nurbakhsh, you seek 
the Beloved, 

Listen with sincerity to the decree 
of the confidants of the secret. 
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THE DISTRAUGHT HEART 


Out of pain, this distraught heart 
has once again contracted. 

For the heart’s pain, my tongue 
was both salve and cure. 

We were free from pain once-strangers 
to the sorrow of the heart; 

Then the frenzy of madness appeared, 
and the stranger became a confidant. 

Unity liberated us from pain 
and sorrow. 

Then from the narrow boundaries of multiplicity, 
sorrow again entered the heart. 

In the banquet of lovers, 
our way is silence. 

Whoever spoke of Love 
became less a lover. 

0 home-burning Love, 
you did all this to me. 

You said that those slain by Love 
were of the same rank as Adam. 

0 Love, on one side of you is safety, 
on the other, blame. 

Whoever sat with you 

rose in suffering and grief. 

If sometimes with a sigh 

Nurbakhsh remembers You, 

It is because grace, moment to moment, 
once came to him from You. 
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THE TREASURE OF THE SECRET 


The memory remains of that time 

when our chest contained the treasure of the secret 

For the soul, the hand of supplication 
was always extended. 

There was the heart and Love, 
and a world in need. 

He was there with beauty and purity 
and the play of Love. 

There was a hopeful eye and desire 
for Union with the Friend. 

From night to dawn, both eyes were fixed 
on the door and the door was open. 

An entire lifetime we spent 
in revelry and drunkenness, 

With a goblet in hand 

and an ear to the music. 

There was no separation, no injustice, 
no torment. 

The Beloved, out of fidelity, 
would caress the heart. 

Upon the innermost core of the heart, 

there was nothing but the image of His face. 

By remembrance of His visage, the soul 
was continually in prayer. 

About the passing of that pleasant dream, 
there is no regret. 

For illusion was but the chamberlain 
of the Truth. 
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0 Nurbakhsh, the debate over Truth 
and illusion, 

Which began long ago, 
now no longer remains. 

* * * 

Our intent was to explain ihe story 
of the heart 

And its condition in the grief 

of burning and boiling. 

* • 

From a kingdom beyond 
all thoughts of the world 

The sovereign of the soul was captured 
by the beauty of the Beloved. 

1 said that for me it went pleasantly, 
but the heart heard and replied, 

“Do not conceal it— 

our story burned the soul.” 


Ill 
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THE CANDLE OF BEING 


people sting me and for me it is salve, 

yet this too has passed from mind, forgotten. 

When out of kindness my Illuminator displays His visage, 
the candle of my being becomes completely extinguished. 

He tells me, “Come to your senses—I am waiting at your door,” 
but when He enters the house, all sense leaves my head. 

“Speak up,” He tells me, “I hear whatever can be said.” 

But my heart and soul only listen to what He says. 

“Why do You not throw off the veil from Your countenance?” I ask. 
“Your ‘why’ becomes My veil,” He replies. 

Wait, O Cupbearer, there is no need for wine; 

by Your languishing eyes the heart becomes stupefied. 

With Him, O Nurbakhsh, you are free from self— 
so that when people sting you, for you it is salve. 
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THE TRACELESS OCEAN 


Drowned in the traceless ocean, 

1 am once again ignorant of self. 

Without thought of creation, 

what is there left to agitate me? 

A long time has passed since by remembrance of Him 
I separated from myself. 

No longer does His sting or salve 
produce any effect. 

In the world of madness, the heart 
has no religion.' 

By what logic then do these intellectuals 
still ask my faith? 

The Beloved plundered both heart and soul 
and took them from my palm. 

Why then do you still talk of more or less 
with me who has nothing? 

If the Possessor of my heart touches His fingers 
to the strings of madness, 

It is only to place a salve 
upon my wounded heart. 

0 Nurbakhsh, with no regret the “Soul of souls” 
has poured out our blood 

That he might say, “Still do I remember 
the yearning darvish.” 
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CRAZY FROM LOVE 


From Your Love, l am more crazy 
than any lunatic, 

For in Beauty You are more pearl-like 
than any pearl. 

In relation to the intellect of this one 
or that one, we are mad. 

Yet in the world we are wiser 
than any sage. 

Every moment, by way of heart and soul, 

I become closer to You. 

Yet I see that to me You are more a stranger 
than any stranger. 

Do You know why with the eyes of my soul 
I so plainly see the Truth? 

I saw that “other than the Truth” was more of a fable 
than any tale. 

Heart and soul we sacrificed, giving the self 
as the price. 

In our eyes You were more beloved 
than any other beloved. 

In the trap of the pre-eternal Predator I have fallen, 
bewildered until post-eternity. 

Now is the bird of my heart more homeless 
than any nestless bird. 

0 candle of the gathering of the people of the heart! 
O bestower of light 1 to clay and water! 

In Your fire I bum, more moth-like 
than any moth. 


L nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE MELODY OF PRAISE i 


Thank God the door of the tavern has remained open. 

Still are the hearts of the world’s rendan confidants of the secret. 

The fire of wine gave our existence to the winds o ffana, 
yet still our enamored heafts are burning. 

Never will the desire of madness prohibit wine-worship; 
still is the crazy heart permitted to pursue this endeavor. 

So many tales are fading from memory, but on Love’s ring 

still the image of the legend of Mahmud and Ayaz 2 remains. 

Again the Beloved is flirting; 0 Cupbearer, pass the wine, 
for still in our drunkenness are we supplicant. 

The musician in our assembly, bereft of self, has ceased to play, 
yet still the ear of our heart hears the instrument’s melody. 

From within the heart of the vat, 

Nurbakhsh heard the melody of praise, 

While outside the pious one was saying: 

“Wait, it’s not the time of prayer!” 


1 . takbir: the part of azan (the call to prayer) where the muezzin, or one singing 
the call to prayer, says, “ Allaho Akbar” (God is great) (ed.). 

2. Mahmud was a famous king and Ayaz was his favorite slave, renowned for his 
total devotion to the king (ed.). 
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THOSE WHO SELL THEMSELVES ARE 
NEVER THE INTIMATES OF THE 
DISTRICT OF LOVING-KINDNESS 


Wine-worship is the way of the ocean-hearted, 

0 friend, 

And Love-making the art of the Perfected Ones, 

0 friend. 

Those accustomed to ease are never admitted 
to the assembly of the drunk. 

Flirting and vulnerability to pain are the intellectual’s path, 
O friend, 

Idol-smashing in the world is the way 
of the rendan only; 

Idol-worship is the religion of those without results, 

O friend. 

Those who sell themselves are never the intimates 
of the district of Loving-kindness. 

Our retreat is far from such unworthy ones, 

O friend. 

Do not seek knowledge or logic in the school 
of Love’s companions. 

These fables come from the learned, 

0 friend. 

If you are a companion in our drunken banquet, 
drink down the wine like a man. 

Only the ignorant are unable to hold their liquor, 

O friend. 

Nurbakhsh drank vats of wine 
and still remained silent. 

Whoever acts disgracefully in drinking 
is lazy, O friend. 
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IN THE WAY OF THE RENDAN, TO REPRIMAND IS ERROR 


0 Captivator of my heart, I will not say to You, 
throw aside the veil from Your visage. 

Rather, favor me with Your grace and throw aside 
the covering from my eyes. 

Wreck this “I and we” so that You 
may see Yourself. 

What can I say to You? Cast a glance 
at this ruin. 

With its own eye, no drop ever saw 
the ocean. 

Seek an eye from the ocean and then 
look towards the water. 

Take our existence to that realm 

where they drink from the fountain 

Of the Essence, then cast it 
into a river of wine. 

If you seek God, grasp the skirt 
of Love. 

But if it is only vain desire you pursue, 
then continue your aimless wandering. 

In the way of the rendan, to reprimand 
is error— 

If you are not a hypocrite, 
close your lips to blame. 

Since Love has nothing to do 
with sleep or wakefulness, 
Nurbakhsh, you drunkenly 
spread out your blanket. 
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THEWAYOFTHERENDAN 


Sacrifice your soul on the way of the Soul of souls- 
fidelity is nothing more than this. 

In His district, do not distinguish head from foot- 
purity is nothing more than this. 

To become His friend, make yourself selfless 

and cast away “I and we ”—fana is nothing more than this. 

In the fana of the self, man-like leave behind even memory of fana; 
if fana is forgotten, baqa is nothing more than this. 

As long as you know and speak, you are neglectful of God. 

Go, seek silence! Knowledge of God is nothing more than this. 

Be content with the will of the Friend; surrender to fate’s decree. 

The way and manner of sincere lovers is nothing more than this. 

Passion and yearning, desire for understanding and rapture: 
these are the signs of the imperfect. 

The Perfected One is still—our aim is nothing more than this. 

In the way of the rendan, 0 Nurbakhsh, 
there is no speech. 

But if you speak, what is allowed 
is nothing more than this. 
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THE CALL OF LOVE 


In this cottage of being, 

we are but beggars of Love, 

Servants of humanity and the world- 
for Love. 

On the journey towards Union with You, 
we have fallen from our feet 

That perhaps we might reach You 
with the foot of Love. 

In the men of this age, 
we saw no purity, 

So we adapted the nature of our heart and soul 
to the purity of Love. 

With the foot of tracelessness 
and the state of selflessness, 

Perhaps we might reach 

the holy sanctuary of Love. 

Caught in a whirlpool of bewilderment 
in this boat of hope, 

Perhaps we will be rescued 
by the navigator of Love. 

Do not ask any longer , 
of infidelity or faith: 

Everything is infidelity to us now 
with the exception of Love. 

My heart has become saddened 

by the world of the deceitful intellect. 

Let me spread forth my wings and fly 
into the open skies of Love. 
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In the station of “I and you,” 

there is nothing but pain and suffering. 

We must take refuge at the door 
of the palace of Love. 

0 Nurbakhsh, empty your head of words 
until you hear 
With your own heart’s ear 
the call of Love. 
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THE THRESHOLD OF THE TAVERN 


\ have sat splendidly at the threshold of the tavern, 

Turned away from the people of the world. 

Continually drunk, 1 am ruined from remembrance of Him, 
Free from all conversation and commotion. 

For a time by my own feet I went in search of Him. 

Now, for Him, I have seated myself and abandoned that search. 

In the lasso of His two curls, I have become trapped, 

Having sat bewitched in the wave of those two forelocks. 

Neither.His eye nor His mouth leave me at ease. 

How can I possibly sit with comfort in the curve of that braid? 

Like a moth, my being was burned in the candle of His visage. 
Now I am ash, sitting at the foot of his sorrow. 

He said, “If you have any news of Nurbakhsh, 
speak up!” 

I said, “It is for Your sake that I sat 
without him.” 
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DESIRE’S DESIRE 


/ 


In our hearts we found the treasure of the Names 1 - 
Mo one knows what we discovered. 

By remembrance of His visage, our hearts left our hands 
And in the sanctuary of Love found refuge. 

Forgotten were the promises of tomorrow 
When in the world we found His paradise. 

Even the desire for desire we forgot 
When we found that desire was His veil. 

For a time from His Love we became disgraced 
Until we found that He too was disgraced. 

We surrendered our heads for the sake of Union 
And on the Spiritual Path found the feet of seeking. 

Nurbakhsh from wine became drunk, 

In drunkenness unequalled and unique. 


1. i.e., the Divine Names (ed.). 
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THE GOODS OF NON-EXISTENCE 


Sitting in kingship in the realm of lovers, 
sve have built anew 
the edifice of Love. 

In Love’s bazaar, we gave up our imaginary being 
and for a lifetime did business 

with the goods of non-existence. 

To become a confidant in the Beloved’s district, 
we purified the heart 

of the thought of “other.” 

For years we have been free from the bonds of creation- 
do not suppose it is only now 

that we have abandoned captivity. 

Although the philosopher affirms God by way of logic, 
we have marked the way to Him 
by means of self-negation. 

From the first day we have wiped away by Love’s hand 
the words of suffering and hardship 
from the tablet of the heart. 

The gnostics say : our eye is the bestower of light 1 
since we have seen ourselves 
with the eye of contempt. 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE REED-PIPE AND THE REED-PLAYER 


He who was in search of You an entire lifetime 
is me. 

And he who was enraptured by Your face 
is me. 

He who glanced at every one, in every direction, 
is You. 

And he whose eyes in every direction were fixed on You 
is me. 

He who tormented the faithful ones 
is You. 

And he who was a lover of Your tormenting 
is me. 

He whose curls were black and dishevelled 
is You. 

And he whose heart was bound to Your braid 
is me. 

He who displayed the bat 1 of Your curl’s tip 
is You. 

And he who was the headless, footless ball of Your bat 
is me. 

He who captured all in the impasse 2 of bewilderment 
is You. 

And he who was dumbfounded 3 by Your heart-seeking visage 4 
is me. 

Nurbakhsh is the reed-pipe; his reed-player 
is You. 

He who was always Your spokesman 
is me. 

1. i.e., polo-bat (ed.). 

2. sheshdar: an inextricable position in backgammon when a players piece is 

blocked by six consecutive points held by his opponent (ed.). 

3. The Persian word here can also mean “checkmated (ed.). 

4. The Persian word here is rokh, which can also mean a “rook” as in chess (ed.). 
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THE TRACE OF THE TRACELESS 


I swear by Your soul, as long as I possess a soul 
1 shall not be offended by You. 

I shall pass to Your district and rest my head 
upon Your threshold. 

I and Your fidelity? 

It is an impossible thought. 

You and the way of torment? 

How could I ever have thought this? 

I will not complain of the Friend 
for He is completely faithful. 

Rather of my own eye and heart, day and night, 
I will cry. 

The trace of Your face must be sought 
from Your eye. 

From my own tracelessness 
come all of these traces. 

I have heard that every moment 
You remember me 

For every moment within my heart 
I remember Your face. 

Out of yearning, I have become freed 
from the memory of self. 

How then can I feel any sorrow 
at forgetting this and that? 

Since Nurbakhsh finds no occasion 
to speak, 

I, with his tongue, will tell 
of his states. 
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LOVE S SECRETS 


The time of separation and sorrow, pain and burning has passed. 
The illumined moon and firmament have become as desired. 

Now, in the Friend s district, we are drunk and ruined. 

We down the dregs at night and by daylight drink wine. 

I tell Him, if You still plan to torment me, speak up. 

He says, there is yet more difficulty and blame to come. 

Flowing tears and the heart’s breast-burning sigh 
Would not have worked but for the kindness of the Beloved. 

Spiritual state and ecstasy gave us not a moment’s peace, 

As if autumn and summer both were spring. 

I am praising the honor of the tavern of ruin, 

Since out of respect both king and rag-mender kiss its threshold. 

Nurbakhsh, why are you telling Love’s secrets so openly? 
Where Love is, no secrets remain. 


141 


Scanned by CamScanner 



Scanned by CamScanner 



HIS SPLENDOR 




What can I say about what I see in this veil? 

1 see a being with thousands of “I’s” and “we’s.” 

All of the light of existence 1 observe to be from His splendor. 

All of these “Fs” and “we’s” I see to be but imaginary forms. 

1 have no work but to be Love’s slave. 

In the realm of the Beloved I see that all are beggars. 

In my sight, the two worlds are not manifest. 

Far from Him, I see the two realms as imagination’s image. 

The world is alive through Him and He is alive through the world. 
Creation I see to be only a caravan on the road to fana. 

The sun of His visage removed the shadow of multiplicity. 

Every place I see illuminated by the rays of His face. 

Nurbakhsh, what are all these veiled expressions? 

Say it plainly: That God by God I see. 
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THE WAY OF THE INSANE 


0 minstrel, tonight I have fallen 
far from the mind. 

If you play the song of madness till morning, 

I am ready. 

The sigh of regret, the heart’s wail- 
this is my melody of Unity. 

Outside of myself I dwell, 

far from rosary and prayer rug. 

With no passion in my head 

for the goods of faith or infidelity, 

I have given away the wealth of my existence 
on the way of Love and Loving-kindness. 

If you have heard that I am a rend 
in the district of the fire-priest, 

It’s true... but if you are simple, 

I will be simple with you. 

In the vat of the heart, I have seen the restlessness 
that comes from Love’s boiling, 

For now I am more intoxicating 
than a hundred goblets of wine. 

Nurbakhsh, if freedom is the custom 
of madness, say: 

Ours is the way of the insane 
and we are free. 
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NO HEART REMAINS 


No heart remains to take back from Him. 

No head remains to lose that I might again be a lover. 

Where can I go, who can I ask about the trace, 

Now that I no longer wish to find news of my self? 

For me whose eyes observe You by Your light, 

How is it possible to see anything other than You? 

I close my lips to everything but the speech of Love. 

I deafen my ears to everything but talk of You. 

Within me is the sanctuary of the ka’aba of the goal. 

Why then should I journey to any other ka’aba? 

To view Your face I went outside myself: 

It is best to shorten this work. 

By the sun of Your visage, You became the bestower of light 1 
to the soul. 

No longer did You wish that I follow the path to the moon. 


1. nurbakhsh(t d.) 
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THE PASSION OF MADNESS 


If I had fixed my eyes constantly in Your direction, 

I would have learned the passion of madness. 

A poor darvish, I offered before the presence of Your flirting 
the hard cash of heart and soul which I had saved. 

The moth saw me dumbfounded by Your candle-the poor creature, 
it knew not that I had been burned away. 

Love arrived and kicked aside the lamp which on Your way 
I had lit with wisdom’s hand. 

The cloak that in Your district I had sewn together with thought’s 
needle 

was torn into a hundred pieces. 

To Nurbakhsh, You were generous— 

You were his buyer 
Long before he sold himself 
to You. 


I 
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THE SPLENDOR OF BEAUTY 


An entire lifetime I have spent with You, 

tolerating the good and bad of the people of the world. 

If the splendor of Your beauty is the same now as it was, 

I am still that same heart-lost lover. 

1 am the dust that has settled in Your district. 

I am the wax that has melted in Your hand. 

From others, I sought refuge in Your district; 
from self, I flew towards You. 

Ever since I glanced upon Your pleasing visage, 
both my eyes have been closed to the two worlds. 

“Know thyself and You,” they say, 1 
but I have known no one but You. 

However much with Nurbakhsh 
You have been busy, 

I too, an entire lifetime, 

have been occupied with You. 


1. A reference to the Tradition of the Prophet (hadith) which states, “Whoever 
knows himself knows his God.” (ed.). 
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THE EXALTED ASPIRATION 


An entire lifetime have we been yearning for You within our chests 
For Your crucified curl have our hearts been pawned. 


We have washed our hands of everything to grasp Your skirt. 

We have become bound to You since only You we desire. 

Drunk, we have travelled the path of the sober. 

Degraded, we have gazed at Your loftiness and height. 

We have heard of nothing other than You-not even a word. 

Since Your clamor is within us, we have sat in silence. 

We have severed the connection to self for we have reached to You. 
We have passed from “no god” for we desire “but God!” 1 

If you do not bestow light, 2 
we will not complain, 

For we are drunk from Your exaltedness 
and possess Your friendship. 


1. A reference to the fundamental Islamic precept, “There is no god but God” (la 
which can also mean, "If You don', forgive nur (bakhsk )"<«*•>■ 
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LOVE’S TREASURE 


po not ask for news, 

I am no sage. 

Do not cover your face, I am no stranger. 

My heart is bloodied, but unlike the candle 
I have no tears; 

Unlike the moth I burn in secret. 

That pious one of the city 

who praised me for my knowledge 

Was crazy to call me sane. 

Seeing I was not content with 
goblet, cup or chalice. 

The Cupbearer gave me the vats and the vat-house too. 

Into the vat I have fallen—I am wine now, 
completely pure, 

Nothing but the hard cash of the tavern’s wine-seller. 

Lover, Beloved, and their book— 
all are but a fable. 

I have closed that book and no longer pursue tales. 

Love is the treasure, 

lover and Beloved its talisman. 

I do not pursue such treasure in the ruins. 1 

Why, you ask, did Nurbakhsh 
give his heart to Love? 

I said at the beginning: I am no sage. 


1. In Middle Eastern folklore, a talisman is the seal that magically protects a 
treasure, which in turn is often said to be buried in ruins (ed.). 
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the departed CARAVAN 


We are tavern-dwellers, imprisoned 
by our breath and 

Free from both worlds— 
if we are anything at all. 

Out of longing, we were never involved 
with anyone but the Predator, 

And so never noticed that all our lives 
we were stuck in this cage. 

When we set foot in the kingdom 
of fana. 

We became free from policeman, 
magistrate, and judge. 

Now the caravan has departed; we have downed the wine 
and lost the way. 

Unaware of self, we are strangers 
to the cry of the caravan leader. 

We know neither heaven 
nor hell. 

We are not disturbed by the passion and excitement 
of the people of desire. 

Everywhere, we see God’s light by God. 

We are not like Moses, 

Contemplating Sinai 
and a burning bush. 

With You, O Friend, we are not ourselves- 
for it is from Your light 

That we are light-bestowing 1 

and beyond the reach of others. 


1- nurbakhshim (ed.). 
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the material and spiritual realms 


I am my own veil and the destination 
of my heart. 

It is from “I” that all this pain and trouble afflicts me. 

Who am I? I am not. 

Do not ponder. Existence is One. 

It is He who draws this point from my mouth. 

I say to you openly 

that I have no mouth. 

He is my eyes, my ears, my limbs. 

Pass away from both Greek philosophy 

and talk of the material and spiritual realms. 

In truth, all was He and will be He—not I. 

Who am I? An image upon water, 
a thought in sleep. 

It is only a habit that you see me in my body. 

He is unveiled, manifest 

at the entrance of the market-place. 

Why then am I, this impassioned one, the legend of my time? 

The Truth is-the bestower of light 1 
for all, everywhere. 

It is not my fault if you have not understood my words. 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE SILENT LOVER 


Friends, good news! From the bonds of “I and we” 
I have become freed. 

Within His courtyard, I have become the confidant 
of every secret. 

The book of the intellect’s fables 
I have forgotten. 

Now I am Love’s tale, and from Love too 
I began. 

My desire was that the crown of madness 
be placed on my head. 

So I stood in the ranks of those heart-lost ones 
and lost my soul. 

That I might hear but one word from His mouth, 
for a lifetime 

I became the companion and partner 
of the beggars at His door. 

I am that same silent lover-separated 
from You, 0 Friend— 

Who by Your speech and for Your sake 
came into song. 

I have no desire for poetic style; 
only out of desire for You 

Have I engaged for a lifetime 
in these rhymes. 

Nurbakhsh, from the Beloved’s breath, 
was drunkenly saying: 

I have been endowed with speech by You 
ever since I became Your companion. 1 


1. Literally, “harmonious in breath” (ed.). 
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THE INTERPRETED VERSE 


Why do you ask ’ “Why in your youth 
did you become old?” 

I saw that heart-seeking stature 

and became feeble^nd paralyzed. 

Good news, O intellectuals! 

Madness has passed beyond its limit. 

Once again, I have sunk into myself 
and become chained. 

After I travelled through 
the seventy-two nations, 

I abandoned my plans and went 
in search of fate. 

I rejoice in my abasement. 

You know that by Your talisman 

I have fallen under the spell 
of Your bewitchment. 

The dream of the world, not needing 
interpretation, 

Left my mind, and I became free 
from such speculation. 

You are the same now as You were 
in the beginning. 

Yet I am that verse that was interpreted 
to praise You. 

Nurbakhsh, what sin is this 
that you speak of yourself? 

It is not my fault 

if I have been put to blame. 
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THE ERROR OF “I AND WE” 


p-tte’s hand has so struck my clay and water 1 
that of my self and my being, 

Let me declare outright, 

I am ashamed. 

Who am I? A helpless one, 

knowing neither head nor foot, 

Day and night enflamed 
from the fire of Love. 

I am a dancing atom in such an atmosphere that... 
ah, don’t ask! 

An atom, did I say? Much less! 

Of my own speech, I am ashamed. 

Burning with desire for Him, I am silent 
like the candle— 

A flame from whose display 

I have become languid and disgusted. 

“I and we” is an error 

that the Friend does not forgive. 

By a glance, He separated me 
from this “I and we.” 

Thirty years went by, though for me 

it seemed that many more had passed. 

Now I am unaware of the turn 
of either thirty or forty. 

I am Nurbakhsh. No! Who am I? Nothing. 

What was I? A shadow. 

What did I become? Obliterated. 

Searching for whom? 

For the giver of tranquility to my heart. 

1. According to the Qur’an, man was created from clay and water (ed.). 
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THE SEEKERS OF GOD 


Seekers of God, we are strangers 
to both ourselves and to you. 

Though you have wisdom, we possess madness. 

We are not that candle which from every flame’s touch 
started weeping; 

We are a fire from head to foot, with a rend -like smile. 

Again and again in His district have our wings and feathers 
been burned. 

Yet we never lost our footing-we are not like moths. 

When, with the stone of madness, we broke 
the talisman of “I and we,” 

Immediately we saw that we are both treasure and ruins. 

In the district of idol-worship, we lost 
our self-worship. 

0 ascetic, we dwell in the idol-temple, so stop your sarcasm! 

You have forgotten the vow of Love, 
yet you hold out your goblet? 

Did you forget that we are at the goblet’s rim? 1 

O Nurbakhsh, the Cupbearer of that pre-eternal banquet 
bestowed wine according to each one’s capacity. 

It is from His dregs that we have become like dregs. 


1. i.e., we see and know everything, so we cannot be fooled by pretense. 
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THE HOPE OF EXISTENCE 


I am a wretched beggar in utter neediness. 

Tired of my limited being, 

I flirt with Absolute Being. 

Who is this destitute I who seeks sustenance? 

Where should I turn? 

To whom should I turn? 

I am bewildered... who is there but You, O hope of existence 
who may say to You, face to face, 

“Listen, I have a secret.” 

I am drunk in a realm where there is no Friend but You. 

To whom should I turn 
and say I wish to pray? 

By the Truth of the Truth I swear, You are the Truth 
and the illusion too; yet the heart did not hear 
when I said I am aware of illusion. 

By a song you stole my heart and soul, my infidelity and religion, 
so that now no memory of companions remains, 
nor any attention to the instrument. 

O poor Nurbakhsh, what is he seeking? What does he want? 

To which ka’aba does he say: 

I wish to make the pilgrimage? 
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BEWILDERMENT OVER the CUPBEARER’S 


PACE 


My languishing eyes are bewildered 
by the Cupbearer’s face 
And see nothing but His goblet and wine. 

I am that shattered cup, so drunk 
from His beauty 

That I remain peaceful, no longer desiring wine. 

Neither Union nor separation do I know; 

neither pain nor cure do I seek- 
For all will has slipped from the hands of my free will. 

Why do you ask of religion and infidelity? 

I am beyond both. 

Why do you ask of my state when from self I have separated? 

I will not set out for the garden 

as I cannot discern rose from thorn: 

My waiting eyes have been freed from benevolence and wrath. 

From name and trace I have been liberated; 

I have gone beyond the customs of men 
And have nothing left to do with worldly people. 

If from the realm of Unity, with the tongue 
of the people of multiplicity, 

Nurbakhsh has said a few unnecessary words, 

I am ashamed. 
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HOW AND WHY 


S' 


Last night in the passion of madness, 
caught up in “how” and “why,” 

I held a strange conference 
with my frenzied heart: 

“In the end, which did you choose: religion or infidelity?” 

I asked. 

“As long as I held opinions, I was neglectful of the Truth,” 
it replied. 

“Are you stranger or friend-what of your state?” 

I asked. 

“As long as I was a stranger, I had a friend,” 
it replied. 

“Will you not speak of your separation and union?” 

I asked. 

“Of this I repented; it was an immature thought,” 
it replied. 

“From the Friend, did you find sustenance?” 

I asked. 

“As long as I hoped for sustenance, I was without it,” 
it replied. 

“Was the road long to the district of the Captivator of hearts?” 
I asked. 

“The road was apparent only as long as I had feet,” 
it replied. 

“Did you ever learn the secret of body and soul? 

I asked. 

“When did I ever pay attention to this body and soul?” 
it replied. 
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*'\Vlicn you passed from self, what did you see?” 

I asked. 

savv that 1 had no reason for ‘we and you,’ ” 

it replied. 

“From the cloud of His benevolence, did the rain of His mercv 
pour down upon you?” y 

I asked. 

“When did I ever have earth and sky in view?” 
it replied. 

“From idol-worship were you ultimately set free?” 

I asked. 

“As long as I had desire I worshipped an idol,” 
it replied. 

“Did your house become fruitful from the grace of His presence?” 
I asked. 

“Every dwelling I had was demolished by His hand,” 
it replied. 

“Tell me, after all this, were you content with Nurbakhsh?” 

I asked. 

“For no reason I became caught up in his ‘how’ and ‘why,’ ” 
it replied. 
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the palace of loving-kindness 




When we set foot in the realm 

of Loving-kindness and compassion, 

We left behind the question of the world’s 
temporality or eternity. 

When, out of fidelity, we spoke before 
the Beloved, 

We washed from self the image 
of the thought of “other.” 

With sincerity we rent the curtains 
of identity. 

And from Love pitched our tent 

beyond existence and non-existence. 

When we minted the coins of Love and purity, 
the gold behind the currency 

Of the realm of “possible being” 
increased. 

With the hand of yearning, the foundation of the palace 
of Loving-kindness was built, 

While joyously we demolished the edifice 
of “I and we.” 

We passed beyond the discerning mind 
of religion and nationality, 

And with Love dispelled quantity and quality 
from the kingdom of the heart. 

By remembrance of the Friend, we became liberated 
from the dangers of multiplicity 

And carried our banner from the ocean of no god 
to the shore of “but God.” 
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The khaniqah of compassion and fidelity 
is no place for disputation; 

Thus did we cross out everything from the notebooks 

but the sayings of the Friend. 

So that the compassion of the face of the Beloved 
might be the bestower of light,! 

We stepped into the realm of Loving-kindness 
and compassion. 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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transfixed by idols 


You have become a lover, selfless and enrap.ured-I know 
On my path, you have lost head and foot- 
I know. 


^ d 1ego m n adneSS ’ y ° U h3Ve 8iVe " “ P ime " eCt ’ heart and 

So it is not without cause that you have become disgraced- 

When you entered the district of the tavern of ruin 
You became free from the bonds of desire- 
I know. 

You created a few idol-temples in the ka’aba of the heart 
And from gazing upon them became transfixed- 
I know. 

From you I have news that you are without news of self, 

That you have become free from all news- 
I know. 

“I and we” was the origin of all agitation and misfortune. 

So you have become absent from “I and we”- 
I know. 


Nurbakhsh, you have not written this poem by knowledge. 
Yes, you have become free of the bonds of wisdom- 
I know. 
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THE FABLE OF BEING 


I leapt from Your eyes like the lightning of a glance. 

An entire lifetime I wandered in fear in every direction. 

Out of bewilderment, I clung to Your hair. 

I saw nothing of the heart’s desire but black days. 

You did not say that I had humbled myself for you. 

You did not look at me, nor give me good news. 

You sold me for nothing, O You, essence of all existence! 

I passed from myself so that I could buy You. 

Did You forget me? I cannot believe it! 

For in hopelessness, You are my hope. 

I remember these words from Nurbakhsh 
which strolling he sang while I listened: 

“I am pleased that to His ears I sent the fable 
of myself and by Him was remembered.” 


* 
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DESIRE FOR YOU 


Tonight I am crazy, crazy 
with desire for You. 

This impassioned heart of mine 
overflows with longing for You. 

Be merciful! No longer do I have strength 
or endurance. 

Greedily, my eyes long 

for your sublime aspiration. 

But Your eyes are turned towards others, 
not towards me 

Whose gaze is fixed upon 
Your loftiness and height. 

You don’t care about me; 

You just wander about drunkenly 

As if unaware 

that all I care about is You. 

0 You, essense of every wine, 
source of all yearning, 

From Your blood-red wine I have received 
this soul-enflaming drunkenness. 

0 spirit of the breath of Jesus, 

0 qiblih of Adam’s prayer, 

My heart lies crucified 
in Your curls. 


Night is gone; dawn has come. 

I am drunk, while You lie languishing, 
And still this impassioned head of mine 

has fixed its eyes upon Your azure goblet. 
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Out of separation from You, 0 source of all regret, 
I have melted 

And on the flood of my tears 
flow towards Your ocean. 

0, out of friendship and generosity, 
forgive Nurbakhsh. 

Tonight I am crazy, crazy 
with desire for you. 
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THE HOUSE OF SINCERITY AND PURITY 


Come, and without “I and we” 

we will drink of each other’s sorrows; 

We will give rest to each other, 

and yet for each other be restless. 

By Love, we will make fidelity 

and compassion our watchwords; 

Separated from torment and harshness, 
we will sit by each other. 

Without conditions or complaints, 

we will sacrifice ourselves for each other; 

Without bonds or pretense, 

we will be lovers of each other. 

We will become strangers to all 
and see ourselves lowly; 

We will polish away the rust of sorrow 
and become friends, each to the other. 

In the house of sincerity and purity, 
we will dwell; 

Beyond name or trace, 

we will honor each other. 

We will journey with each other’s feet 

to a realm beyond both time and space; 

In the sky of the Truth, 

we will circle each other. 

From the cask of Loving-kindness, 

we will pour wine and fill each other’s goblet; 

Always we will be the Cupbearer, 

drunk and languishing, for each other. 

Ah, how sweetly to Nurbakhsh 
did that kind Beloved say: 

Come, and without “I and we” 

we will drink of each other’s sorrows. 
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THE PEOPLE OF LOVING-KINDNESS 


We are the people of Loving-kindness-leaders, 
guides of one another. 

From the purity of Love’s footstep, 
we are helpers of one another. 

Though in body separate, we are all 
but one spirit, 

Soul and spirit, heart and possessor of hearts 
of one another. 

We are all one people, 

without “you and I,” only “we,” 

All equal, all Love, all beloveds 
to one another. 

But for us, no one is allowed 
to enter our courtyard. 

We are chained to each other, all sympathizers 
with one another. 

Each one would sacrifice himself 
for the other here. 

All are candles and moths, all flowers and garden 
for one another. 

Our assembly, no doubt, is the solitude 
of companionship. 

All are drunk and sober 
from one another. 

The armies of the self 
have fled from us, 

For we are all fellow soldiers here, all commanders 
of one another. 
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Our pain requires 

neither doctor nor remedy. 

VVe are all the cure, all the sickness 
of one another. 

If you call someone here,. 
all will say “yes,” 

For all have one name; all are companions, vigilant 
of one another. 

Our place is the house of Love, 
full of passion and music, 

For all are songs, all reed-pipes and lutes 
for one another. 

0 Nurbakhsh it is from being without 
“I and we” 

That we are the desire 1 and the customer 
of one another. 


i i e have the desire to buy one another (ed.). 


193 


Scanned by CamScanner 



Scanned by CamScanner 



THE SILENCE OF SOLITUDE 


From friend and country I have secluded myself 
and chosen the dark night’s companionship. 

Into a comer I have retreated from the restless crowds 
and rested in the skirt of silence. 

I am a stranger to friends, within myself without a self. 

On the far side of the heavens I spin in orbit. 

Like Moses, I am lost in the valley of fana, 
in bewilderment seeking the fire’s flame. 

Like one who was left behind by every caravan, 

I search for a trace of some horseman in the dust. 

I was an image upon the water until from the hand of the sea 
the wave of fana rose and washed me away. 

I have lost Nurbakhsh, yet no news do I seek of him 
so that no one may say that I sought something. 
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THE SONG OF UNITY 




First, give your existence humbly to the wine, 

then come to the khaniqah to discover the mystery 
Drink first with all Your soul the dregs of His pain 

then sing the song of Unity in the district of the Friend 
By praising God, make far from the heart the thought of “other ” 
become a stranger to yourself; to Him make your prayer 
When you wish to set foot in the circle off ana and poverty 
step away from self and abandon illusion. 

If the desire for His face exists in Your heart, 

close your eyes to self and open them to the Friend. 

Regard as a godsend the grace of the master’s presence; 

cut short your speech and extend the hand of devotion. 
Entangle not the sovereign of the soul in the affairs of state; 
sacrifice it to the forelock of the Beloved’s curls. 

If you want your pilgrimage to be accepted 
like that of Nurbakhsh, 

Circle the ka’aba of the heart 
and abandon Mecca. 
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ABANDON YOUR TRAVELLING 




o wandering seeker, pass to this district. 

Your Beloved is here! 

Come, abandon your travelling. 

Do not bring “we and you” here; they are not the confidants. 
Become selfless, 

And like a rend look in this direction. 

If “we and you” come, there will be no news here. 

But the moment that you become selfless, 

Receive the news and tell it to the people. 

If you take one step in selflessness, 

I will grant your every wish. 

But if you still possess “you and I”, avoid this path! 

Fallen and lowly come; drunkenly enter! 

But do not display your existence, 

And banish the mind from your head. 

Come without awareness. Beware, 
be not sober! 

Do not see others; be mute and deafen your ears. 

By His beauty, the Beloved 
bestows light 1 upon you. 

Abandon your sight and look from His eyes. 


I. nur bebakhshad (ed.). 
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THE COLLYRIUM FOR SEEING GOD 


r 


Come, as I have been freed 

from the bonds of self-worship; 

I will show you the way of Love. 

I will fashion you into a mirror 

to reflect the splendor of the Friend. 

On your eyes, I will place the collyrium for seeing God. 

I know the road that those false claimants would take you on. 
There in the beginning 

You will see suffering and in the end only come to suffering. 

Our flower shop is filled with the roses of Unity, 
for all our life 

Has been passed in the gathering of blossoms. 

Whatever flower you wish, we will give you in profusion. 

So come! 

If not you will regret your wandering. 

The flower sold by the hand of Loving-kindness 
deserves to be placed on the breast 
And its fragrance continually inhaled. 

From Nurbakhsh comes the substance of purity’s display, 
while for the bankrupt merchant 
The only reward is wailing. 
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“YOU AND I” 


From the first day of pre-eternity 

has the covenant of “you and I” existed: 

That in the realm of “you and I” 
our hearts would never reside; 

That from the wine of “you and I” 
we would not fall drunk; 

That in the stupor of “you and I” 

we would not become unconscious. 

The world, in the kingdom of Being, 
is but an atom. 

Look then, what is the credibility 
of “you and I”? 

Cupbearer, help us! For it is by 
the rule of wine 

That we will break down this fortress 
of “you and I”. 

With your own seifs feet, why are you running, 
0 hunter? 

This prey can never be hunted 
by “you and I”. 

The custom of the mind is speech; 
otherwise, in the school of Love, 

There would be no talk 
of “you and I”. 

O Nurbakhsh, as long as 
“we and you” remain, 

Difficult will be the days 
for both you and I. 
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THE ESSENCE OF CONTENTMENT 


You are that Being from whom being itself is bewildered. 

You are that generosity from which all of existence is manifested— 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that wave which is clinging to Your skirt. 

You are that ocean in which waves are flowing- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that ruined drunkard who has no news of himself. 

You are that wine which the people doubt- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that mystery which appeared and became disgraced. 

You are that hidden secret in which the world is contained- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that word in which meaning cannot be found. 

You are that name in which all names and traces are contained- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that wandering, bewildered atom. 

You are that attraction by which this transient world came to exist- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that tormented soul which found no rest from self. 

You are the very essence of contentment in which all refuge exists- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that fable which entertained the children. 

You are that point in which a hundred fables are hidden- 
in Him, in Him. 

I am that one who in this world s sleep is but a dream. 

You are that One in whom all of these I s and we s 
are continually wailing—in Him, in Him. 
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THE NAME OF THE FRIEND 


Say always the name of the Friend-slowly, slowly; 

with this alchemy change the copper of the heart into gold— 
slowly, slowly. 

Drink from the wine of Unity in the tavern of Oneness 
so that “I and you” will be taken from your mind— 
slowly, slowly. 

Stamp your foot on the head of existence, empty your hands 
of both worlds; 

thus will you become a confidant of God’s secrets- 
slowly, slowly. 

Seek a road from that king who has the “wealth of Allah” 1 
and sooner or later he will separate you from yourself— 
slowly, slowly. 

In Love’s district impatience brings loss, for difficulties 
will be made easy by surrender and contentment— 
slowly, slowly. 

There are thousands of tests in store for a sincere lover, 
all so that he will come to know Love’s secret- 
slowly, slowly. 

t 

The knowing traveller who truly strives will pass through 
the stations of the way, 

travelling the road of baqa after the road of fana— 
slowly, slowly. 

In the school of lovers silence is better than speech. 

O Nurbakhsh, this statement was made clear- 
slowly, slowly. 


1. Ni'matullah. A reference to Shah Ni’matullah Vali (1330-1431), the master after 
whom the Nimatullahi Sufi Order is named (ed.). 
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FROM TAVERN TO TAVERN 


S 


Last night this lesson was taught 
by moth to moth: 

That “we and you” increases these pointless fables. 

Nothing but the candle must be sought; 
nothing but the candle must be seen. 

In Love, “I” and “we” become strangers. 

Look with the eye of the heart! 

In you is hidden the treasure 

That you sought from ruin to ruin. 

He is the attractor; He is the attracted. 

He is the seeker; He is the sought. 

This was whispered in our circle from madman to madman. 

There is but one wine in the goblet, 

though passing from tavern to tavern 

I heard it called by a thousand names. 

If you are truly our companion, pass man-like 
from this “us” and give up completely 

Your heart and religion to the Soul of souls. 

When Love became the architect 
in the ka’aba of our heart, 

In every direction there stood tall an idol-temple. 

The light that God bestows, 1 

He gives without asking “how” or “why”. 

Why then do you go uselessly from place to place? 


1. nufi bakhshad (ed.) 
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LA ILAHA ILLA’LLAH 1 


The face of the possessor 
of the grandeur of Allah: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

Remembrance at every moment, 
with every breath: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

Into the sanctuary of His essence, origin of His attributes, 

“that which is other” cannot enter: 
la ilaha illa’llah 

He is in all that appears; He enraptures a world. 

He is the King of the world of Being: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

Through all the degrees of Being, He gives drunkenness and wine; 

He is the heart and the heart’s Beloved: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

The splendor of His essence is manifested in all beings; 

He is the light of the sun and the source of the moon: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

Utterly dependent on His generosity, all “possible being” 
receives its place from the breath of His being: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

He parades His beauty everywhere in disgraceful clothes; 

His name is upon all lips: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

By Himself is He aware of the magnificence 
and endlessness of His essence: 

La ilaha illa’llah 

1. “There is no god, but God” (ed.). 
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From Him are the lovers drunk, 

and all the gnostics dust at His threshold: 
la ilaha illa’llah 

Although well-hidden, He is the bestower of light 2 to the soul; 

He is Joseph fallen in the well: 

La ilaha illa’llah 


2. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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DISTRICT TO DISTRICT 


How can You ever leave my sight— 
for You are the light of my eyes 

And have come to rest between 
my heart and soul. 

I have been freed from self; 
with a glance 

You bought my existence 
and 1 became Your slave. 

You are the king of Beauty, 
all hearts are Your captives. 

From Yourself have you heard 
this well-sealed secret. 

Always Your Love 
rends the veils, 

Yet You have tom my heart 

with the arrow of Your eyelash. 

0 bird of the dawn, 

still flying from district to district. 

Speak up! Have you ever flown 
to any district but His? 

Ask the false claimant 
if out of purity 

He has ever picked a blossom 
from the garden of Love. 

Silence, Nurbakhsh! For in the faith 
of the people of the heart, 

You have chosen a pleasant qiblih 
towards the Beloved. 
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LOVE IS SWEET 


Slavery is easy if you are free: 

Love is sweet 1 if you become a lover. 2 

As long as you are but a student, do not seek students; 
students will arrive if you become a professor. 

* 

In every direction you will see the Friend in splendor 
if you are guided on Love’s way. 

Yes, it is possible to prove Loving-kindness 

if in accepting self-negation you become joyful. 

Your nourishment will come from Love’s breast 
if you are reborn into the world of Love. 

But you will be far from self-honor 

if you become attached to gathering followers. 

In the end, your being will become non-being 

if, O Nurbakhsh, the master of masters you become. 


1. Literally: shirin. Shirin was the 
the archetypal beloved and lover in 

2. Literally: farhad (ed.). 


beloved of Farhad. These two figures symboli 
Persian poetry (ed.). 
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THE CIRCLE OF UNITY 


As long as through Loving-kindness 
you are not bound to a beloved, 

Your soul’s desire will never find liberation’s delight. 

The notebook of knowledge 

is but a toy of the imagination— 

Reading it in the beginning causes suffering, in the end fatigue. 

In truth, whatever you see other than Love 
is false. 

Truth’s secret you will never again hear this plainly. 

Unconsciousness and degradation, 
lowliness and nothingness 
Are but a few signs of the lover’s pre-eminence. 

In Love’s battle, the helpless rend 
receives the rank of commander 
From the sultan of Beauty. 

Cling to the circle of Unity 
for this true pillar 

Grants safety from being lost or left behind. 

By the heart’s feet we climbed 

beyond the limits of space and creation. 

Seated, many times we travelled throughout the horizons. 

We took a swallow and from the day 

of the pre-eternal covenant 1 were drunk. 

For all this time has our wine been intoxicating. 

O Nurbakhsh, away from the flood of events 
I see you resting. 

Though you appear but a drop 
you are one with the ocean. 

1 A reference to the day of alast, described in the Qur’an (7:172), when God 
asked Adam, “Am 1 not your Lord?" and he answered “yes,” thus creating a cove¬ 
nant binding all men (ed.). 
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0 PIOUS ASCETIC 


0 pious ascetic, you do not have the sorrow 
of separation from a beloved; 

You have nothing to do with the gathering 
of the people of the heart. 

As long as you retain 

your prayer beads and turban, 

You will not feel the shame 
of “I and we.” 

How can the eye of the heart 
ever be illuminated 

If your nights are not darkened 
by His Love? 

O you who have no commander 
in Love, 

How will you ever walk upon 
the gallows of Love? 

No lover will ever call you 
light-burdened 

If you do not bear the burden 
of His sorrow in the heart. 

If you truly have no relationship 
with the intellect, 

Why then do you not insistently 
pursue Love? 

You will be the bestower of light 1 
to the display of lovemaking 

If for you there is nothing of value 
but Love. 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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THE LOVE-TEACHING GLANCE 


Go, O pious ascetic, your sighs 
do not light fires. 

In your heart you have rto burning. 

You always look to heaven 
for in your eyes 

You have no Love-teaching glance. 

Head and soul you have sacrificed 
to “I and we”— 

Except for this, you have no secret. 

So often are you in mourning 

that for festivity and celebration 

You have no time. 

No special honor comes 

from all your night vigils 

And from repeating “O God” so often. 

You have no mouth-sewing arrows 
from the sighs of the heart’s quiver 

With which to silence the false claimant. 

O Nurbakhsh, because of your Love 
for the Possessor of hearts, 

At the hands of the heart 

You too have no day or night. 
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THE DISPLAY OF CREATION 


Since I see You want me to be crazy, 

I am disgraced. 

In Your candle I bum, knowing 
that You desire me to be a moth. 

Not an intellectual, not a lover-who am I? 

You know that I am nothing, 

That sometimes You desire a friend, 
sometimes a stranger. 

Who am I seeking? Where am I going? 

Always I say and know 

That You Yourself are both Layla and Majnun, 
while You desire me to be but a fable. 

You are the wealth of my soul, 
both pain and cure. 

O my hidden treasure, why is it You desire 
to turn me to ruins? 

O You, my desire, my only hope, 
who else can I wish for? 

Tell me, what do you want from me 
if You desire in this rend -like way? 

The display of creation became a trap 

on the path of those who yearn for You. 

I no longer see any prey to ask, 

“Do you desire some bait?” 

O Nurbakhsh, what else but regret 
appeared for you? 

As sometimes in the desert you wander 
and sometimes desire a home. 
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THE MYSTERIES OF CREATION 


0 intellectual, you do not understand 
the mysteries of creation. 

And even if you do know a little, complete understanding 
you certainly lack. 

0 pious ascetic, on your own feet 
you cannot go to the mosque, 

Yet you are neglectful of the hand 
which takes you there. 

O scholar, your studies have no end; 
not only do you not understand 

The external, but of the internal 
you are ignorant as well. 

O lover, from your Beloved you will find 
whatever you wish. 

You will become united with your love, 
but never know true Union. 

O seeker, in every direction 

you search for a hopeful road. 

Why do you ask of our state 

when you are ignorant of the heart’s language? 

O gnostic, you see nothing 
but the ocean and ship. 

You have fallen into a whirlpool 
and cannot tell it from the shore. 

O Nurbakhsh, peacefully you have been liberated 
from all this turbulence. 

No longer do you know the state of those 
with blackened days and feet in mud. 
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NEGLIGENCE 


Blood rains from my eyes 

for neither tears nor sighs remain. 

How strange that for me everything has come to 
upon a smile, upon a glance. 


These raw imaginings, these incessant thoughts- 
all were traps. 

Gone now-they led not 
to awareness. 

To whom can I speak of this negligence? 

That the nightingale’s cry 

Is not from desire for the face of the rose. 

This was a grave mistake. 

That mouth which came into speech and declared, 
“I am a lover,” 

Was not sincere in Love and to the qiblih 
never arrived. 

Put aside clay and water! 

Sell religion and heart! 

Select a beautiful idol 

of perfect royal splendor. 

Sit with lips closed; 
keep silent! 

Put aside intellect, judgement, and awareness; 
seek not a path! 

If anyone offers good news 

that you have arrived at a destination, 

Ignore them! 

Have no hope of it! 

By relying in this way 

on the help of Love and drunkenness, 

Every moment—not just sometimes— 
will you be free of self-worship. 
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TO WHOM ARE YOU PRAYING? 


No matter how much I plead with You, 
still You but flirt with me. 

Why is it, O my fortune, 

that You prolong this tale? 

You have set out on a journey— 

I have no complaint. 

A flash of the Truth- 

You abandon illusion. 

The place of the manifestation of Your Truth 
is nothing but our illusion. 

If we do not endure Your flirting, 
with whom then will You flirt? 

I exclaimed: O hope of hearts, 

I will give up my soul on Your path. 

He answered: this pleading of yours 
is worth less than nothing to Me. 

I said to Him: from Your coquetry 
a world was thrown into turmoil. 

He replied: Be silent! You are making a whole world 
the confidant of the secret. 


O hypocritical holy man, full of words, 

stop your sarcasm about our blasphemy 

Lest I reveal to whom 

you are really praying. 

The Beloved is in your house- 
what excuse do you have then 

That you have turned from our bestower of light 
and are facing Mecca? 


1. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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LOVE’S BAZAAR 


Who opens his eyes to see You loses his blindness. 

Who finds a place in Your district becomes placeless. 

• f 

Your face can be seen through Your eyes only-if at all, 
for what can anyone perceive with his own. 

0 You, source of all hope, yet completely free, 
what else in all the world can anyone desire? 

The merchant of Love’s bazaar is none other than the customer. 
Where then is the profit in trying to buy and sell? 

We, we are the veil upon Your face, otherwise 

You would not be hidden, would not need to be found. 

Let anyone reveal Love’s secrets, for in Your presence 
there is neither confidant nor stranger. 

O Nurbakhsh, we have been in disgrace for Him all our 
lives 

and now no blame remains with which to disgrace us 
more. 
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THE TAVERN’S PROSPERITY 


Cupbearer, pour wine! Why are you delaying? 

Why do You hesitate to do good deeds? 

All the lovers’ concerns have fallen into Your hands. 

Be gracious! Why are you deliberating? 

You are ruining the inner state of an entire people 

and still You free Yourself from accusation and guilt. 

This way that You take away the tavern’s prosperity- 
do You know how You are dealing with the master? 

Our cry has reached to the placeless, all because of You; 

yet heedlessly You call it fate. 

The uncooked ones are caught up in their thoughts; 
why do You give form to such raw imaginings? 

You know that the Cupbearer’s delay is for the best. 
Why then, Nurbakhsh, do you uselessly cry out? 
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THE CRAZY INTELLECT 


Through Love, I have reached a place 
where no trace of Love remains. 

Where “I and we” and the image of existence 
have all been forgotten in yearning. 

Now who can know where I am, 

here where no knowledge, no opinion can be found. 

In His station, even Love is bewildered 

and the intellect is crazy, talking nonsense. 

Totally impoverished, I have no trace, 
no self, no sustenance- 

Free from faithfulness and faithlessness, 

a stranger to myself and all acquaintances. 

Yet only for this can I still be blamed— 
that out of regret for Nurbakhsh 

A cry comes from me, 

“You have gone. How is it I know not where?” 


t 
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HE IS, THERE IS NOTHING BUT HE 


Since He 1 never displayed His visage to anyone, 
never did anyone speak to Him. 

From His identity, God of the hidden and the revealed 
declared this to the saints: 

He is, there is nothing but He 

I passed by the district of the tavern, 
free from the speech of strangers. 

A sober drunkard there intoxicatingly sang, 

“In our goblet is nothing but He.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

Like a gnostic I circled the monastery 
and within a flaming fire perceived. 

Then the master of the holy fire soothingly exclaimed, 

“He is the goal; fire and smoke are but excuses.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

I passed next to the mehrab 2 of the mosque 

to beseech the Imam for an answer about Him. 

“Leave behind both right and wrong,” he replied, 

“until you see by the eyes of revelation.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

In the church I went to the priest 

to ask for some words about more and less. 

“Do not stick a lancet into this already wounded heart; 
the point of the trinity is One,” he said. 

He is, there is nothing but He 

An idol worshipper, bewildered at the idol’s foot, 
hands clutching breast and heart filled with cries, 

Plainly said with tear-flooded eyes, 

“You are but an excuse, He is the object of worship.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

1. Hu: One of the names of God, signifying the Divine Essence (ed.). 

2. mehrab: a recessed niche in the front of a mosque which indicates the qiblih or 

direction of prayer (ed.). 
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A lover aflame, fired by the plundering of Love, 

his visage 3 dumbfounded 4 by the kingly game of Love, 

Reduced to skin and bones from Love’s soul-consuming flames— 
his only words were, “Other than He is rejected.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

A brazen beauty had taken harp in hand 
and drunkenly played upon its strings. 

Beseechingly I asked, “What news of the Friend?” 

Striking the strings violently, she replied: 

He is, there is nothing but He 

Bewildered, a philosopher sat in a comer 
pondering the mystery of life and death. 

When I questioned him about some subtle point, 
he replied, “all thought of Him is useless.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

I found a gnostic with heart’s eye illuminated 
and asked him to speak of the Friend. 

“Rise and look to the meadow’s edge,” he said, 

“both rose and nightingale have opened their lips in song.” 

He is, there is nothing but He 

Oneness undifferentiated 5 has His sign; 

Unity 6 has His explanation. 

“Say, He is Allah” is His speech. 

From His Essence, the Lord of Love is the bestower of light . 7 

He is, there is nothing but He 


3. The Persian word here is rokh, which can also mean a “rook” as in chess (ed.). 

4. The Persian word here can also mean “checkmated” (ed.). 

5. ahadiyyat: Divine Oneness at the level where no differentiations whatsoever 

exist (ed.). , 

6. vahediyyal: At this level, the archetypes are manifest within Oneness (ed.). 

7. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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RESPONSE TO A BROTHER ON THE PATH 1 


O friend, it is better to leave behind this imagination, 
this speculation and doubt. 

Set out and truly leave your self behind. 

If you long to abandon the turbulence 
of the times 

And pass safely through the wine-tavern of ruin— 

First leave behind name and trace. 

For your sake I undertook 
the suffering of seeking 

And by this delighted your heart. 

Liberated from the cage, in my district you became free. 

Why then are you crying 

And wailing like a tree trembling in the wind? 

It is better that you leave behind these cries and sighs. 

Of myself I am unaware, yet with me 
people are enraptured. 

I am a friend to all, yet to all a stranger. 

Why aimlessly do you moan about this fable 
of “I”? 

I am aware of your burning; listen my moth— 

The way is to leave behind the mention of it. 

Every wearied heart is our dwelling place of old. 

Within our chests, 

Emptied of all resentment, lies the coffer of God’s secret. 


1. The full title of this poem in Persian is: “Composed in 1949 by Order of Munis 
Ali Shah in Response to One of the Brothers on the Spiritual Path.” Munis Ali Shah 
was the master of the Nimatullahi Order immediately prior to Dr. Nurbakhsh, who 
was 23 years old at the lime this poem was written (ed.). 
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Benevolence to the helpless has for years been our occupation. 

Our woolen cloak 

Is the adornment of the eternal throne. 

You will see it plainly if you leave behind both worlds. 

I am the remedy and the physician 
for the ailing heart. 

I am the captivator of the lovers’ hearts and their possessor as well. 

Though sober, I am the cupbearer for the companions, 
sometimes wrathful, 

Sometimes benevolent-as I am the one that wills. 

It is better that you leave behind "this” and "that. ” 

Not until a heart becomes bloodied, 
will it be worthy 

Of being without “how” and “why.” 

If the grapes are not transformed, 
wine cannot be made. 

What then can the heart become if it is not bloodied? 

It is better for your heart to become bloodied 
so that you will leave behind the soul. 

The drunkenness of the fire-worshippers’ children 
is the warmth of my bazaar . 2 

Turning the livers of the rendan into blood is my work. 

Let he who is my customer bum from separation 
or let him adapt 

Since either way he is my captive in this trap. 

Be patient, so that safely you will pass along this path. 

For the greatest of lovers. Union and separation 
both are one. 

For such sick ones, pain and cure are one. 


2. An idiom meaning “Ihe prosperity of my business” (ed.). 
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From the perspective of Love, infidelity and religion 
clearly are one. 

Sometimes bubble, sometimes wave-look! Both are one. 

Leave behind doubt and you will find the way to certainty. 

The discourse of the lovers is about the chain 
of my hair; 

Their remembrance is of my enchanting face. 

Their thoughts, day and night, are of my 
heart-soothing thought. 

Their eyes await a glance from the comer of my eyebrow. 

You must leave behind all that makes you anxious. 

Beware! I create turmoil 

for both stranger and friend. 

Beware! Without doubt I know nothing of salve or sting. 

From the former I am not soothed, from the latter not agitated. 

I am the bestower of light! 3 

Beware! This is my way and faith. 

The condition is this: that you 
leave behind both loss and gain. 


3. nurbakhsh (ed.). 
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IN ANSWER TO A LETTER FROM A 
TRAVELLER ON THE PATH 


Seeking (talab) 

O minstrel of the soul, 
for God’s sake, 

Play the tuneless tune for a moment. 

If the bond of Loving-kindness 
is not, 

The heart will not hear our message. 

How can the gentle breeze 
by itself 

Bring the message to the friends? 

May it always be 

that I am Love’s companion. 

Perhaps then I will explain fidelity ... 

* .* 0 

And make drunk the sober companion 
That he might wake from fantasy and sleep. 

Love (eshq) 

Whoever has spoken 

of the Love of the Friend 

Was never touched by sorrow. 

Union and separation, 
infidelity and religion, 

To him were equal. 

The lover has nothing but Love: 
no thought of more, 

No sadness at less. 

Until you lose yourself 
on Love’s path, 

You will never be Love’s confidant. 
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So drunkenly like Farhad l , with the pick of zekr, 
Chip away at the mountain of existence. 

Surrender (taslim) 

If you become surrendered 
to the Soul of souls. 

Accept both Union and separation. 

Once you find your physician, 
let neither pain 

Nor cure concern you. 

With all your heart and soul, 
be content 

With whatever the Friend desires. 


Go! Day and night sit at the door 
of the heart. 

Beware! Forget not the image on the heart . 2 

When your business is ruined by this image, 
Only then will your credit 3 be increased. 

Unity (tawhid) 

Here we are with the display of Love 
and drunkenness, 

Strangers to the bonds of self-worship. 

In the banquet of devotion 
and Loving-kindness, 

The claim of existence does not appear. 


From us, you will find no sign 
but the Friend. 

We are free from pride and humility. 

i In Persian folklore Farhad was the enraptured lover of the princess Shirin. He 
died while constructing out of love for her, a s.reambed through a mountain using 

rVretncemthe Divine name fre*r, placed upon the hear, of the disciple by 

the master during initiation (ed.). 

3. i.e., credibility before God (ed.). 
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No one is in our circle 
but God. 

Here no one can manifest his being. 

Iblis 4 did not retire from “I and we” 

And so was rejected from the realm of the Friend. 

Union (vesal) 

The nature of “you” is but desire. 

In the house of “I and you,” 

God does not appear. 

The Truth brought us to you, 
and you saw 

That my claim was nothing but God. 

Why do you seek God 
from other than God? 

This is but hypocrisy. 

From us, God can be sought 
if you realize 

That there is nothing but God. 

See us not with eyes that see two, 

Then seek God from us. 


4. Satan (ed.). 
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LETTER TO THE CUPBEARER 


0 Cupbearer, bring me a goblet of wine! 

For I have fallen far from wisdom’s way. 

Bewildered, restless, wandering ... What can I do, 
hungover and drunk? 

My heart has neither patience nor rest. 

I have no strength to escape or flee. 

The companions have gone; I have stayed behind. 

Give me wine for I am weary of both body and soul. 

Give me wine that sets fire to the soul 

and drives from the mind the thought of “this” and “that;” 

Wine that separates me from myself, 

that throws me from self into forgetfulness; 

Wine that melts my being 

and takes me in drunkenness far from self; 

Wine that carries me towards fana, 

that takes me on the path which God desires; 

Wine that polishes the heart of its sorrow 

and liberates me from thought of more and less; 

Wine that makes me weep like the candle, 

that bums me so fully I will not rise again like the candle; 

Wine that brings not a cry from the heart 

and makes me burn like the moth and be silent, 

Wine that takes me from my self, 

that assures I will be accepted by the Soul of souls, 
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Wine that eases all my difficulty 

and liberates me from the bonds of water and clay 

Wine that Your rendan drink 

that keeps them intoxicated and bewildered by You; 

Wine that nourishes the elect 

and increases sincerity every moment. 

By philosophy, no one ever revealed the mystery of the universe; 
nor has anyone ever found the secret of this bowl of dust. 

For the intellect’s currency we saw no use; 
may wine then cure our pain! 
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THE IMAGE OF EXISTENCE 


Come, so we can wash away the image of existence 
and no longer speak of “I and we.” 

Come, and like us let your thoughts pass away; 
forget both worlds and be silent. 

Come, but beware of the shame of knowing; 

send those endless lines of learning from your head. 

Come, so we can cast far away all things that may be said 
and blind our eyes to all there is to see. 

Come, we will be strangers to all, 

and seem mad in the eyes of rational men. 

Come, we will empty ourselves of self 
and leave behind the shame of “I.” 

Come, and welcome unfulfillment, 

for we do not suppose our seifs desires to be the goal. 

Come, and be drowned in the Ocean of Unity, 

free from all thoughts of Union and separation. 

As this world is not even worth a grain of sand, 
other than what is old and new, it is nothing. 
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quatrain 


Like grapes, we have always accompanied the vat. 
From the view of the world, we have disappeared. 

For years, we boiled from the fire of Love 

Until we became that wine which intoxicates the world. 
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GLOSSARY 1 


adab: in ordinary usage, decorum, etiquette, rules of behavior, or 
manners. In Sufism, adab refers to the proper outward manner or code of 
behavior to be observed by the disciple in order that he be in harmony with 
all people at all times. 

The sufi, in every way, moves towards Perfection. Inwardly, he does so 
through being taken up by the pull of God. Outwardly, he does so by 
living and being in harmony with all. The proper ‘outward manner’ is so 
necessary on the Path that some sufis have considered it even more 
important than the inward journey. 

In the Tavern of Ruin: Seven Essays on Sufism, p. 94. 

baqa: the beginning of the ‘journey in God’ which follows fana and the 
completion of the Spiritual Path ( tariqat ), of travelling towards God. 

Having caused the passing away of the disciple’s will, God endows 
such a slave with His will, so that whatever the slave wills is now the Will 
of the Divine. This baqa corresponds to the outer fana. 

The baqa corresponding to the inner fana, however, is one in which the 
very veils that are the temporary essence and attributes of the disciple’s 
self are removed. Here, God neither veils the creation, nor does the 
creation veil God. The veil has been totally removed, and duality 
transformed into Unity. 

In the Paradise of the Sufis, p.24. 

darvish: a word of Persian origin meaning “poor”, which is used by 
sufis to indicate the poverty that they choose for themselves. In this respect, 
not every sufi is a darvish, nor every darvish a sufi. 

fana: the passing away of the self in God; the spiritual station 
(i maqham) which is the end of the Spiritual Path (tariqat), of travelling 

towards God. 


1 For an explanation of many of the technical sufi terms and metaphors appear¬ 
ing in this book, the reader is referred to the other works of Dr. Nurbakhsh wh.ch 
are listed on the inside jacket. What the Sup Say contains an extensive interpreta¬ 
tion of the mystical imagery concerning the Beloved used in sufi poetry generally 
while the other titles contain discussions of many of the fundamental concepts and 
terms in sufi thought and writings. This glossary is intended only to provide brief 
explanations of some of the more unfamiliar words and references that appear in 

the poems (ed.). 
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The outer fana is the ‘passing away of individual action [fana-ye of at), 
with the resulting manifestation of Divine Action. The one who reaches 
this station becomes drowned in the Ocean of Divine Action, so that he 
perceives in all events the Action and Will of God, seeing neither himself 
nor any other individual as one who does or wills any event. He becomes 
so completely without will that no trace of willing any individual action 
remains in him. 

The inner fana involves the ‘passing away of the attributes of the self 
( fana-ye sefat) and the ‘passing away of the essence of the self [fana-ye 
zat). Sometimes, in discovery of the Divine Attributes, the possessor of 
this state [hat) becomes drowned in the passing away of his own 
attributes. At other times, in witnessing the exalted effects of the Divine 
Essence, he becomes drowned in the passing away of his essence. 

In the Paradise of the Sujis, p. 24. 

ka'aba: the house of God in Mecca and place of pilgrimage [haj) for 
Moslems. 

khaniqah: the Persian word for the house where the sufis gather. 

The khaniqah is by definition the private quarters and gathering place 
of the sufis. It is a place where those of spiritual states can assemble, the 
school of their inner journey towards Perfection. The seekers of God 
come there to polish the mirror of their hearts and remove the rust of 
attachment. 

In the Tavern of Ruin: Seven Essays on Sufism, p. 65. 

Perfected One [insani kamil ): an individual who has become free from 
the dictates of the ‘commanding self’ [nafs-e ammareh), that aspect of the 
unconscious which drives man to satisfy his animal, sexual, and aggressive 
instincts. 

Both inwardly and outwardly, the Perfected One is the manifestation 
of the Divine Attributes. Having become one with the Absolute, he is 
freed from the relativity of “I and we.” He is a mirror which perfectly 
reflects God. When one looks upon him, one sees nothing but the Truth. 
In the Paradise of the Sufis, p. 13. 

possible being: In Islamic philosophy, God is termed the Necessary 
Being because His existence depends solely upon Himself, as distinquished 
from all other being which depends upon Him for its existence and 
therefore has but possible being. 

qiblih: the direction in which Moslems pray, towards the ka’aba. 
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rend (plural, rendan ): in ordinary usage, a rogue, reveller, or profligate. 
In sufi terminology, rend refers to a person who conceals his inner state so 
fully that he may have finished travelling the Spiritual Path yet still appear 
to be an ordinary person. The term also signifies the sufi who sees into 
others hearts and is never deceived by anyone, and who is master of his 
own manifestations such that he can create any appearance he wishes. 

Spiritual Poverty (faqr ): the feeling of being imperfect and needy, 
combined with a desire for perfection. 

One who possesses Spiritual Poverty is referred to as ‘an impoverished 
one’ (faqir ). Spiritual Poverty is a state born of a sense of need, giving rise 
to the search for a remedy. The faqir feels ‘empty-handed’, that he lacks 
the higher attributes which are man’s potential. Thus, he is moved to set 
about finding a way to mend this feeling of‘neediness’. 

In the Paradise of the Sufis, p. 14. 

tavern of ruin (kharabat): a technical term for the ‘journey in God’ 
which follows the completion of the Spiritual Path, of travelling towards 
God. 

One could liken the journey within the haqiqat, within the Truth, to 
training in a divine university, known in Sufism as the ‘Tavern of Ruin’ 
(kharabat). In this true center for higher education, there are no 
professors, one’s only guide being Absolute Love. Here one’s only 
teacher is Love. One’s books are Love, and one’s being is Love. 

In the Tavern of Ruin: Seven Essays on Sufism, p.l 1. 

zekr: a Name of God transmitted to the disciple in a special manner by 
the sufi master. 

Through the inculcation of zekr, the master instructs the disciple how 
to be in continuous remembrance of the Divine. . . . When the disciple 
becomes continually involved in the remembrance of God, his being 
gradually becomes liberated from egotistical and selfish qualities and 
illuminated by the Divine Attributes and Divine Nature.... The zekr of 
the sufis, then, is like a flood which gradually eliminates the self-centered 
qualities and illuminates the Divine Attributes in the disciple’s heart. 
Ultimately, the very illusion of‘self also becomes swept away and taken 
by the flood. This marks the end of the Path and the beginning of the 
ocean of selflessness (fana ). 

In the Paradise of the Sufis, pgs. 19-20. 
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Translated by Alan Godlas, Leonard Lewisohn, 
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■ In the Paradise or the Sufis 

This book provides a detailed description of the 
living practice of Sufism. The introductory chap¬ 
ter, ‘The Aim and Approach of Sufism’, describes 
in general terms what is involved in travelling the 
sufi path. The chapters that follow contain de¬ 
tailed descriptions and explanations of the five 
essential principles put into practice by a traveller 
of this path: zekr (remembrance), fekr (contem¬ 
plation), moraqebeh (meditation), mohasebeh 
(self-examination), and verd (invocation). The 
final chapter is entitled ‘The Rules and Manners 
of Initiation into the Sufi Path.’ 

■What the Sufis Say 

Part One of the first essay in this work, ‘Sufism 
and Psychoanalysis', presents a general introduc¬ 
tion to Sufism and the sufi path. In part two. Dr. 
Nurbakhsh (formerly chairman of the depart¬ 
ment of Psychiatry at the University of Tehran) 
describes the major differences between sufism 
and psychoanalysis. 

The second essay, ‘The Mystical Terminology 
of the Sufis,’ is an interpretation of the imagery 
used in sufi mystical poetry to describe the at¬ 
tributes of the Divine Beloved. The meanings of 
over eighty terms—such as the ‘mole,’ ‘curl,’ and 
‘eyebrow’—are presented in order to enhance the 
reader’s understanding and appreciation of the 
mysteries and sublime qualities of sufi poetry. Ex¬ 
cerpts from numerous poems by such sufi poets 
as Hafez, Attar, and Sana’i are included to illus¬ 
trate these meanings. 

■Masters of the Path 

Dr. Nurbakhsh’s fourth book is a series of chron¬ 
ologically arranged biographies—based on infor¬ 
mation from a variety of sources-which traces 
the silsilah (spiritual chain of masters) of the 
Nimatullahi Sufi Order over a span of 1100 years. 
During this period the cloak of guidance and 
spiritual instruction was handed down through 
forty-four masters from ’Ali, the son-in-law and 
spiritual successor of the Prophet, to Munis ’Ali 
Shah, the master in Sufism of Dr. Nurbakhsh. 
The book contains various poems, sayings, and 
excerpts from the writings of these spiritual mas¬ 
ters and a chart graphically displaying the silsilah. 

khaniqahi NIMATULLAHI 
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NEW YORK 
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